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The October sun was shining, bright and warm, on 
the richly tinted rine: ita light fell through the windows 
of tho garden parlour, and waa playing oa the floor. 
In the hack-ground of the room was reposing a sleeper, 
very BtiU ia his deep peace; in hia pale hands he held 
a myrtle-wreath; on the white cold pillows lay Monthly 
roses and mignonette and other late children of the 
autumn. , 

"No child weeps by his coffin," said Klaus softly, 
"no sister, no brother either; he is so utterly, utterly 
lonely." Klaus was standing with Elizabeth his wife at 
the door of the aatc-room; both were faithfiil servants 
of the departed. "Now all is over," said Elizabeth 
■with a gentle voice, "The Lord has now received him, 
and ifhia life were lonely, it ia over, and he is hlesaed." 
A carriage drove quickly over the loose sand of tho 
castle- conrt-yard. "There she comes," said Elizabeth 
eagerly, and her lipa trembled. "She? Really?" asked 
Klaus. Light, quick steps hastened through the hall, 
the parlour door was opened, a lady entered, slender 
and pale, with light hair, dressed all in black. She 
saw tha sleeper, her bands clasped convulsively, she 
went nearer, laid her clieek on the cold pillow, caressed 
both the hands, and wept bitterly. "^aic\ a.ia" iaa 
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said softly. Much Borrow lay in the words, — and 
vithont consolation. 

Elizabeth, who had withdrawn with Klane, came 
back after a while; she who hod been so composed 
could not help weeping too, as she gave a letter to the 
disconsolate one. His love and kindness reached 
beyond his death; he had felt before-hand how hard it 
would be to look bo anxiously on a dumb mouth and 
on closed eyes, without an answer to so many (jugb- 
tions, and without consolation in such deep sorrow. 
Now the answer was there, and there were words of 
comfort 

Djsab Thbreba. 
You are y^tj dear to my heart; once to the heart 
weak with all the pangs of youth, now to the heart 
strong in the Lord. Do you weep? Ah yej, when you 
think of my sorrows, yon will weep, and that is com- 
forting to me at my departure. Look back on your 
life; it waa bright, gay and deceptive; yes deceptive, 
for when seen closely they were only husks of the 
heavy servitude which you have undergone. Those 
were sorrows to me because I loved you so much. If 
you weep now, you will be homesick for the dear 
Father's house. Come now — I am going home, and 
I long that you should follow me. Here I have given 
you up, given you up to the Lord for guidance; that 
He may some day give you to me again. And what 
have I of consequence to say to you? Go now on to 
the road whioh leads upwards; that is love the Lord 
Jesus Christ, love Him so truly with yonr whole heart, 
and your whole soul, that He will love you stjll more 
iu letum. Oh if you did but know how blessed it is 
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to love the Lord! What ia the world? Not worth 
thought, compared with this blessedness. BleBsed in 
spite of every woe; blessed in great loneliness, If I 
look back on my life, it was hard, very hard; and yet 
BO very lovely, so rich, already a foretaste of heaven. 
And, if it is any consolation to yon, then hear, that my 
heart stOl loves you vdth pangs of love; that I feel 
lonely, and would gladly have pressed yonr hand at 
my departure; and yet nothing fails me of a joyfbl 
confidence that the BufTeiings of all this time are not 
worthy to be compared with the glory which shall be 
revealed in as. Weep not for my earthly sorrow. 
Comfort yourself with my heavenly joy. 

And one thing more! If you can spare sorrow to my 
darling, — do it. You know whom I mean. Yet as the 
Lord wills. If you wish to hear of my life, Elizabeth 
has the key of my writing-table: if you shrink from 
it, she sh^l burn the papers. dear Theresa, if I 
coTild hut spare yon sorrows! I can not; but the Lord 
can. He will. Thon dear Saviour, I pray Thee lead 
her, be with her with rich grace and love, strength 
and happiness. Amen. 

On the evening of the same day, the dead man 
was buried. Many followed, and many wept sincere 
tears. The nearest relations and heirs followed also — 
three men of different ages, all tlirce dresBcd in deep 
mourning. When the mourners had left the church- 
yard, and the Sexton had closed the vault, one of the 
three in crape remained behind. Ho went up and 
down under the old lindens which stood between the 
church and the parsonage, and seemed as though he 
could not tear himself away. 
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The last beams of tlie evening sun liad vanished 
from the slate roof of the church tower, stars were ap- 
pearing in the clear sky. "Yes, they are above and 
not here,'' said the young man in his heart, ''and now 
farewell thou dear home, thou dear parsonage, thou 
church-yard and you gloomy, shady trees. You guard 
for me my dear sleepers; I go; but your image I take 
with me in my heart, and everywhere Heaven is 
over me." 

Comforted he left the peaceful church-yard, and 
went down the lime-avenue to the castle. 

"There comes our dear young master Joachim," 
said Klaus to EUzabeth, who both were sitting in their 
room. 

Klaus talkative about the departed; Elizabeth quiet 
and thoughtful. 

"See now, Elizabeth," continued Klaus, "how like 

he looks to our late dear master; he looked just like 

that when he came back from the University, and he 

has just his temperament, and his mind, and his first 

name — a pity that he is not a Kamem." "May the 

Lord prosper him," said Elizabeth sadly. "Amen!" 

added Klaus and the young man of whom they had 

just been speaking came in. All three held out the 

hand in silence. Then the young man said calmly, 

"I am come to say farewell to you, I am going away 

*o-day." "Away?" asked Brians and Elizabeth in 

bonishment. . "It is better I should go away soon 

ough of myself than that they should send me 

fay," answered the interrogated one with a smile. 

fou? sent away?" exclaimed Bllaus violently. "You 

oelong.here. Who wishes to send you away?" "Be 

Klaus," said the young man gently. "You 




knov wliere I belong; my uncle's love haa assigned 
me a lovely place ; thither I go and will tliink of him 
in graUtiide and love. My home here and you ail re- 
main 'dear to my heart. Now let me go to-day, it is 
moonlight and my mother is expecting me." 

"Hear me," interposed Elizabeth again very quietly. 
"The Count of Olsliauaen is upstairs with his young 
gentleman and Uadame Theresa and Annie too-, tea is 
just sent up, and you'll go to them as ia becoming; be 
friendly. The gentle-folks must go back to Olshauaen; 
remain here to-day, to-morrow yon can go. In a week 
the will will be opened; then you will come again." "I 
will go up," said Joachim laughing, "and also be 
friendly if that is permitted me, but then I must go 
away to-day because my mother is expecting me." Ue 
thereupon hade Klaus to look after his horse, and went 
up. He did not remain long upstairs, and when, after 
a friendly leave of the two trusty people, he rode to 
the gate, Klaus said, "Cousin Alfred cannot have 
been very friendly. Now God's will he done, but I 
should like to know what will become of the matter, 
and what of na and of our troop of children." Elizabeth 
again had nothing to say to his talkative speech, but 
Klaus thought he could read from her face that she 
knew more than he did. She also and not he was 
appointed to keep all keys and all possession of the 
house, till the opening of the wiU, No seal was put 
OB it, and neither the Count of Olshausen nor Joachim 
Frederic the two nearest. male relations of the deceased 
had anything to eay. 
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Collected Letterf and Papers for the Life of 
Joaohim von Kamtrn. 

Dbab Mother. 

I thonght of travelling from here, if the Lord will 
on the 12th, to Lnttenaen by Bca, from thence we 
could perform the journey iu one day with our riding 
horeea. Klaus has been very diBBatistied with this plan 
since yesterday. He has had a bad dream. The brave 
youth, though he has studied here fur three years with 
me, 18 bis aunt's foster-son stilL In the hope of soon 
talking to you I have no inclination to write much. 
Yesterday Landhorst gave me a. farewell feast. My 
heart was very heavy. I part unwillingly from my 
friends, and yet I am glad to go. One door shuts, 
another opens; I know the Lord is leading me, my life 
lies in His hand, and has long been opened before 
Him. Dear mother, I shall so enjoy living again with 
yon in my dear Kamern; learning from you how I 
may he faithful in that which the Lord has committed 
to me. May He help me! 

My friend Joseph is not coming with me now; he 
wishes first to pass bis examination, — say that to the 
dear people at the parsonage. I cannot understand 
why Joseph cannot reconcile himBelf to Netly: he al- 
ways maintains that she cannot forget that slie is a 
— ible maiden. She has shown it plainly enough 

marrjing his brother. I am very fond of Ketty 
am pleased that she is my aunt, though I do 
reckon this marriage a very great proof of her 
ity. She was no longer young; to stand 
life is hard, and our dear parson Is the most 




Bpleadid mBD that she would ever have got. Wbat is 
my god-child doing? I hojie the yonng fellow 
can at last talk plainlyj only tell him that if ho 
cannof say Uncle Joachim I will bring liim no boI- 
diers. Good-bye, dear mother! God protect yon and 
bring ns joyfully to each other. 

Your faithful son, 

JoACHIlf. 

EncloBUre from Klaus to his Aunt. 
HiGDLT BSTBBMED Aunt. 
According to our reckoning we should be in 
Kamern Again in a week. Would to God we were 
there! My master wishes to make a piece of the way 
by sea, but I have had a bad dream, that our ship 
was wrecked at Olshausen. Do not wonder that the 
sea is not concerned in it. You know how it is in 
dreamB; it was quite natural. I came happily out of 
it, but my master perished. See to it, Aunt, whether 
my Lady cannot fix that we travel by land. Now as 
God wills; my master in perfectly right, by land or 
■wat«r we are constantly in Hia hand. I wish to tell 
you one thing more, I have a moustache. Do not 
think that I have fancied it; it is natural at my age, 
and it has grown very much lately. Yon will 
also be very much pleased, for I believe that I look 
much more like my father. TJiat your Elizabeth is 
with the Lady up there at Olshausen surprizes me; it 
may be a good school but will not last long, and in 
your place I would not have let her go up there. Now 
I commend yon to God, dear Aunt, and remain in all 
esteem and love Yonr nephew 
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Culla KunerB, 151b Aagut ISffi. 

DsAK Joseph, 
In Bpite of Klans's evil forebodinge, by the Lord's 
help, we are happily arrived. The reception was, as 
I had feared, very Bolemn. Flowers, wreatbs and 
Hpeeches. The old cboir-maater had practised witli the 
children the hymn "Josqb go befora" I do not know 
why this made such a peculiar impression on me. 
Though it IB not a cheerftil reception- aong, I thought 
it beautifully chosen by the old man. In the fulness 
of happiness and of joy, we should still hear the voice 
"Rejoice aa if you rejoiced not" I sang the hymn in 
joyful confidence, "Jesus, order Thou my path all my 
life long." In the evening your people were here, 
Netty quite like the clergyman's wife. I do not know 
what you desire in her, to me beside the clover, lively 
Christian she seems almost too simple, hut little Joachim 
is a great credit to her. He can scarcely Bpeak yet, 
but he brings out his gibberish with great boldness, 
and will have you understand him. He has te-azed 
valiantly for the lead soldiers, but with small success, 
Onnon Ochenanim, said he, and wanted the soldiers 
with a good right, fur he generally puta me off 
with Onnon Ochen. My mother told me that I 
had just as much difficulty in learning to speak, and 
we are both of us very much like our late grandfather. 
When yon see Netty wilh the child, you will be won 
by her, in spite of all your dismay. I do not know 
what the Burger-people always espect to find in the 
nobles, but I think they are often deceived. But I have 
not gone on with my narrative in order. Our voyage 
was prosperous, very beautiful and splendid; Icould 
J Bee how beautiful my northern home is. 
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Southern colours m&y be wsntm^, but how magnificent 
the sea is, such deep violet, such liglit blue, so varied 
and glittering, bordered witb eilver, and strewn witli stars. 

The waves proudly bore the ship along. I stood 
on the deck to meet the breeze, it was as if my breast 
must breathe aa strongly, and heave boldly, like the 
element beneath me. 

We landed on the green shore of Luttenaen and 
trotted away briskly through beech-woods, meadows 
and harvest -fieldfl. Wheu we came towards evening 
to Olshauaen, I noticed a certain resUessnexs in the 
good Klans. He asked me whether I should not like 
to pay a visit to my aunt; I replied I wished to make 
the first viait with my mother. He knows very well 
that ray longing for it is not great After some time 
he said again his aunt had written to him that Miss 
Theresa was back from Switzerland, and had grown 
qoite tall. I replied she must he old enough for it. 
At last a light dawned on me, — the good youth 
wished to see Coasin Elizabeth here. I proposed to 
him to stay here with the horses, and I would go on 
foot through the park to Kamem — a good half 
hour's walk. Tet he did not wish that. 

Before the park I got down, in order to go along 
the somewhat shorter and charming foot-path by the 
lake. When I came to the trellis-work which separates 
the flower-garden from the park, I stood still in 
curiosity. Cousin Theresa is really grown tall — a 
slender Blonde with the same child-like face: she was 
playing with a youug doe, hid herself behind groups 
of flowers and then spoke patois to it. I had hidden 
myself behind the thick junipers, and looked through 
the trellis, as it were into a fabulous world, I thoa^lA 
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there mtiBt be the same loveHneM hare in the hearts 
of men aa in the scene before me. Bnt I thought 
again do at thou know how it is with the hearts 
of men here, and how it will be? The Lord leads U3 
wonderfally, and makea us all bappy with His grace. 
I know not how long I had sat behind the juniper, I 
waa lost in deep thonght Then with very happy 
thoughts I went along the foot-path by the lake. The 
setting sun shone on the hilla and on the tops of the 
beeches; long dark shadows lay on the bright green 
of the little meadows by the abore. Swans made sliver 
furrows in the crimson water, and a gentle evening 
breeze stirred the high reeds beside me. Hallelujah! 
Prabe ye the Lord, ye heavens. Praise Him in the 
height. Praise llim all His angels. Praise Him ail 
Hia host. Praise Him aun and moon. Praise Hrm all 
ye stars of light; monntains and all bills, fmitfat trees 
and all cedars; beasts and all cattle, creeping things 
and fowls of the air. Kings of the earth and all 
people; Princes and judges of the earth; young men 
and maidens, old men and children should praise the 
name of the Lord, for His name alone is high. Hia 
praise reacheth to the earth and heaven. To be able 
to sing this is a blessed thing. — I could not help 
thinking again of the lovely apparition behind the 
trellis. Theresa would not join in the Psalm. She 
has been brought up quit« differently, in opposition to 
■'ord of God. In early youth she learned to laugh 
inhabitants of Xamem castle. She will not 
aileamed it by her education in Switzerland, 
very glad to have made her acquaintance in 
ay, and I can not help wondering at the ehil- 
her appearance. I have always had a certain 




9ympe.iby for this child, who §tanda to me almoBt as 
near as a sister. My father was ao food of both his 
sisters, they were so near his heart; Aunt at OUhausea 
atill more than Netty. His vivacious and somewhat 
alormy nature was perhaps not atlapted to gain her 
heart, especially when my uncle always stood between 
them. Uncle put off the blame chiefly on my mother, 
80 that the two flisters-in-Iaw never became intimate. 
You know how mj mother now with all her love and 
gentleness, tries to become more intimate with her re- 
lations, hut has very little success. My aunt is indeed 
good-natured and friendly when she is with my mother, 
but her interests in life are too different, and my uncle 
holds high the banner of the world, and every one 
who lives with him must do homage to it, and every 
one who is opposed to him is despised and ridiculed 
without reserve. My mother proposed to me to-day to 
make a visit up there. I know not why, I have no in- 
clination for it. I feel as though I must first consider 
how I shall stand with my relations. Shall I follow 
your advice or do as is pleasant to me? It will very 
likely stop short at the latter. 

For some time I should like to live quietly with 
my mother; rest would do me good after the busy 
days of leave-taking. Ton ask exactly what my plans 
are? I have very little to tell you, I mean always to 
have a great deal to do, and then do not know where 
to begin. I have already settled in and entered upon 
my rooms; now I wish to begin with dear Kamcru 
and its iohahitants. I think by and bye the Lord will 
show me my work. I must send yon greetings from 
Christian, Netty, and your nephew Joachim, and also 
from Klaus. The good youth has been ohUgid to ^^ 




Aant Braansen saw in it a sign of 
a worldly disposition, and when CoBsin Elizabeth aa- 
Bured him that she thonght hia heard did not become 
him, he willingly gave it np. Farewell, dear friend, 
the Lord be with you and with 

Your friend 

Joachim. 

Letter from Theresa to her school friend in 
Lausanne. (Not Bent.) 

Olshuueo, SOUi August ies2. 

I would have written to you long ago if I had 
known what. 

All your dreams about my brilliant life here, about 
dissipationB and adTentures are nothing. One day 
pasaes as monotonously and tediously as another. I 
do not say tediously for me, but in your sense. I 
must confess to you in confidence that I have found 
out again here aU my old pursuits. I put in the 
ponies, feed the dogs, help the maid make butt«r and 
cheese, and eat the people's lard- dumplings. My na- 
ture which had become refined with you, must again 
become accustomed to our rough nortbem fere: only 
think! I got a red nose by it; mamma was beside her- 
self and we could make no visits for sis days. Visits? 
Tou will say, that must be delightful. You are 
mistaken. That is at present the most tedious part of 
my life. 

Before dinner when mamma does not trouble her- 

ibout me, I entertain myself very well in my own 

afterwards the intercourse witli the interesting 

lourhood goes on. We have visited them all. 
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and the retnm visits have begun, bnt I assnre yon it 
is no beantifnl matter. I could describe much to you, 
bat I know yoa desire other things and I know no- 
thing about them. It is nicest at Windfort: there is 
a hoiiee full of children there. I had a good game 
with them last Sunday. The two eldest boya are 
twelve and fourteen. We speak such beautiful patois 
together, — very different from yonr conversation. We 
played also at robbers and gens d'armes. I defended 
an old early French entrenchment in an apple orchard; 
I threw nnripe apples and attacked the whole army of 
children. — One thing I got again. I thought my nose 
would have got another shape, it bnmed like fire, and 
mamma was very angry. We have been once to my 
aunt's at Kamern. She also came here again. I do 
not know why, bnt always when I am with her I get 
on wonderfully. Her eyes are so beautiful and kind: 
when I look into them it is as if they attracted me, 
and as if I ahonld like to follow. I am resolved never 
to make a jest of her. The danghter of her former 
lady's maid is my new maid, not altogether such an 
abigul as wonld stand in yonr estimation. 

Fun and pleasore, she does not understand. — She 
only pleased mamma, because servants now in the 
world are too wicked. She hopes that behind her 
pietism at least a tolerable servant is hidden. "She 
does not steal," says mamma, "ia not too idle, and not 
giddy," That she sits by herself every evening, and 
every Sunday when it is possible runs off to Cousin 
Christiaa to the church, we must eicuse. She na- 
turally tells me much of my aunt; I must confess I 
like to hear such accounts. When Cousin Joachim 
has made his first visit here, I shall go for oivie ViAi. 
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ElixAbeth to iks ehtuch, — of courae eeoretly whils 
munma is at bneakfast &nd making b.er toilette. 
With Aunt Netty and her pastor, intercourse is broken 
off becanae of the marriage. Coui^in Joauhint has been 
at home a veek, auS has not been here, and so I can- 
not go first to Kamom. He would think perhaps that 
we are more eager ta Bee 1dm than he to gbo oa. 
Papa and mamma are very angry with him; tiiey ex- 
pected he would scarcely breathe in Kamem, before 
he would be on bis way here. He has, as papa said 
lately, taken ijnite another tone in these last years. 
Yon must know, my dear child, that Conuin Joachim, 
in spite of his youth, is a complete pietist, hut, except 
that, veiy loveable. With him yonr assertion does not 
hold good, that it is only people who have done hann 
in the world, who embraioe pi^ism at last, in order to 
cheat the deril 

Cousin Joachim has always been very discreet. 
Elianheth maintains that he was something quite extra- 
ordinary at the Univfirsity. I should like you to be 
with him; I must say I tun afraid of him. I must tell 
yon too as a joke that I have seen Joachim already. 
I was playing with my doe's house in the garden, 
when he went through by the trellis, and hid himself 
behind the bushes. Afterwards I saw him go along 
by the lake. I think it was very wrong that be did 
not come forward. But as I have said, when he hot 
been here, I shall go with Elizabeth to church, and 
shall also visit Aunt Netty. Remember me to oni 
Lady Philosopher. I shall write to her nest time; this 
time I know of nothing to say, but then I hope to have 
heard Pastor Frederic's preaching. He is very famous 
in this neighbourhood. I like him very much except 
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that I am very much afraid of him. In September 
brother Alfred is conung. He has kolydays and is 
coming for more of a visit. I am delighted at it. I 
have thonght a long time, but know of nothing else to 
say to yon. I have a little grey-houad which I feed 
and am bringing up. I am sewing him a bed too, be- 
cause it will soon be cold. 

Letter from Hortense to Theresa. 

Venansy, 31th AMKMl iSM. 

Mt DBAS Friend, 
I am now settled into my new home, and the 
school ia happily behind me. Aunt and coosins treat 
me very kindly, that is to say like a poor orphan. 
That will all come right. In the winter we are going 
to Geneva. I maintain what man wishes to do, he can 
do. I will make my faCure for myself. Tour future, 
you dear German child, I aeo already before my eyes. 
I have permitted myself to draw the following sketch 
for you — the ideal of a North-German lady. She 
feeds the cattle, eata lard -dumplings and yellow pease, 
and will soon belong to the dear neighbourhood. 
Kely on me, if you live for the winter in such a resi- 
dence, you will not escape your fate. Your mamma 
must then have the prndence to choose me ae youi 
companion. I would bring life into your world there, 
and be afradd neither of Cousin Joachim nor of Cousin 
Pastor. You are not yet quite educated, my child; 
you are stUJ the little northern prodigy, a» Professor 
Moller says. Ho waa telling lately aa a great joke, 
how he had advised you, at your first lesson on the 
piano, always to keep the piano free from duet, and 
how he had caught you the next time, hard at work 

Juachim km Kammi, tit. 2 
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scouring it, with your sponge fastened to a stick, you 
were going bravely up and down among the strings. 
At hia jnst reproaches you made sudi significant 
gestures, that he found it necessary to adopt another 
tone. But, dear child, I must tell you, that I am very 
curious to see how you are getting on. Pray, invite 
me. The detestable Lady Philosopher will have written 
you a long letter of warning, but you are sensible enough 
to know what a fanatic she is. I love virtne too, and 
only wish to do you credit as a friend, but what is 
madness, is madness^ she was- talMng lately of the 
devil, of good and bad angels; I was your bad angel 
to lead yon astray, but her prayers should defend you. 
What madnessi In your place I would not answer 
her. She will soon be sent away from the school, be- 
cause Miss Amelia notices already what a dangerous 
influence she exercises on childish hearts. Many hang 
to her like bura-, go np to her room with her, to pray 
and sing. Then she praises the Germans, and makee 
out the French to be bad. Once for all, dear Theresa, 
I believe I should be very useful to you, especially if 
you remain in the country for the winter; so do invite 
me. I find it very tedious in the world, it is of no 
use, something must be done. Write soon. I need 
not assure you how much I love you. 

HOBTBHSB. 

From a former Governess of Theresa. 

Dbae Thbwesa, 
Tour things are packed. I put these lines in with 
seem as though it were my dnty still from a 
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distance to care for yon. Ton are very dear to my 
heart, and my prayers are very heort-felt wishes for 
blessings on yon. Once more I repeat my parting 
words — do not correspond witli HortenBe, do not he 
fettered by her. In a week I shall leave Lausanne. 
I am going for the present to my finend in Berne, but 
long very much for Germany. If you hear of a enit- 
able place, think of me. But it must he a house where 
I conld without hindrance bring np the children in the 
faith — especially where they do not look only for in- 
stmction, but for education also. You know too that 
French is not my native language. Now, farewell, 
the Lord preserve you, and take your heart wholly 
into His gracions keeping. 
In faithfnl love 

Your 

Sophie Sommer. 

Answer. 

OlahanaoD, a9Ui Aqpul IBS!. 

Dear Sophie, 
I am heartily glad: I had written to Hortense, hut 
had not finished the letter. I bless the cup of coffee 
which fell over it so that I had laid it aside. It is 
very hard to me to write anything to her. But I am 
still more glad that I have a place for -yon. The 
brother ofHerr von Hagen at Windfort, is looking out 
for some one to educate his children. That will be a 
house for you. He a good old fellow as is said of hira 
here; she, delicate; with four children, she has need of 
help. I have pretty mnch settled the matter with him 
and natnrally spoke provincial German as we like to 
do here. You must learn it too. He said, "K -^(ra. 
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ean give me your word that the yoang person is ft 
little bit simple, I will take her." I asBurod him of 
that. That you can sometiniGB ^vo long lectorea I did 
not tell lum. Pardon me, dear Sophie! for all th&t, I 
love yoB very much. When yoo are once at Frondorf 
I will write you long letters. I have not time yet for 
a diary. Now answer qaickly. You are to liave a 
hundred thalers, and your travelling expeDBee, and to 
be here at Michaelmas. Excnae my bad writing and 
the biota. SCamma has eeut for me. My aast from 
Kamem is here. 

Tout 




Dbar Joseph, 

I will allow you to scold if you on the other hand 

allow me to do what I like. Only give up wishing to 

make me any tiling else than that for which I am 

designed by nature. Yon langh at this nature, but it 

baa its merits in epite of your zeal. I lately listened 

to a conversation of the old coachman and Elaos. 

The old man said, "I don't know, Klaua, yon are a' 

clever fellow, and a brave fellow, and have been 

ftway for three years , hut you cannot get yourself bo 

much respected by people." Klaua answered, "We 

shall see about that some day." "See some dayl 

what does not happen, does not happen," said the 

old man, siimgging his shoulders. And lie is right; 

ily he should not tease the poor youth to such un- 

essary exertions. What is Im failing then or what 

ranting in liim? What he does not reap of honour 



with the multitude, lie reaps in love amon^ hia friends. 
And BO let me alao poor youth aloue. TLe Lord has 
divided His ^fts difiercntly; to wbom He has given 
little, from Lim He will reqnire little; and He prospers 
the simple-hearted. 

Christian seems to observe the matter. He is silent 
and sighs, but I am very glad at heart Yet I am 
active in my wb,j, that is I am thinking, seeing and 
hearing. 

I cannot send away the steward before I under- 
stand how to fill his place. I cannot make proper 
changes among the people, before I know them closely; 
therefore it seems as though the old caurae would go 
on here: but only have patience. Comfort Christian 
if he opens out his heart to you, and also make him 
less exacting on me. He ia very zealous and impatient, 
Netty lamented to me that he entertained the thought 
of lefivisg Kamem, because the heart of his flock was 
closed against him. I must now help with all my 
might, and put my hand to it. Besides I call that 
rashly spoken. The Lord alone knows the hearts of 
men, and knows the time to open them. We should 
only be his faithful and humble fellow-labourers, and 
not desire to see what we have done; the Lord sees it, 
that is enough. Yesterday Christian accompanied me 
when the old StMing fetched me to show me hie new 
improvemontH in the forest On the way there the old 
man began his lamentation, — that is first, he praised 
himself, his industry, his pains, three times he had had 
these same places planted, he had improved the ground, 
had it watered — every thing in vain! The ground 
was in some places feo hard, in others too marshy; 
sometimes there was a great deal of i&ia, BQmQtiis^e& \^. 
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waa too diy, then came tlie worm, and ate Qte roots of 
the young plants; in short the old man, in huntsman's 
fashion, not in the gentlest way, spoke out his dis- 
satisfaction at the ill-auccess of his work. Christian 
saw the opporttmity for a lecture of reproof. He showed 
Lim that he mnst leave a share and the responsibility 
with the Lord , he had only to prepare the land and 
to sow, to wait, to tend; the Lord has the best part to 
do, and we must quietly and patiently acquiesce in 
what He does. Our Pastor is speaking from experience, 
1 added; He too must often work on hard ground, and 
often sow and plant in vaini — as it is said "patient 
in tribulation, and rejoicing in hope." Above all things 
do not mourn over the weather, dear Blading, that has 
been so ever since Adam, and is wisely ordered by the 
Lord. Tou see how the earth is full of the goodness 
of the Lord, quite beyond your desert. If your im- 
provements give you trouble, you are in your right 
place. It says, "In the sweat of thy brow, shalt thou 
eat bread." Christian became silent; I think ho had 
taken these words to himself, and it can do him no 
harm. I must tell you in confidence that I intend to 
begin tlie reformation in Kamem so mtich desired by 
Christian, quite quietly with himself. After I had let 
the forester go, I walked a long time with Christian. 
Hia state of mind did me good, he did not say so 
much to me. Now I am sitting in my room by the 
open window; the rain is falling warmly and softly, 
^ 'ose my eyes; it is as though heaven's blessing would 
iIbo on me, and would refresh and bless. There 
thing more beautiful than to be quite still, to have 
ng, and to be able to give nothing, but to receive, 
to receive. I do not understand how people can 




be so baay with outward affairB, I bave so much to do 
with my own eteraal happiuestij and I feel then aa if 
the dear Lord could manage His kingdom '^vithout me, 
though I would do everything for love of Him , — yea, 
everything that I can. And now, dear people, have 
patience with me. 

About a week ago we were at Olsbausen, where it 
looka as gay and cheerful aa possible. The world is 
there playing ita game with the utmost importance; — 
tLe more folly, the more importance ia given to it 
The devil ia a knave, he knows how to make a fool of 
hia world. When we got there they had just finished 
dinner. I found ITiereaa at biUiarda with the gentle- 
men. Cousin Alfred has broaght some ftienda with 
him &om his Rhine journey, — a young Styrian Count 
Stadleia is the most distinguished of them. Eoae was 
very school-girl-like, but, as it aeems to me, quite an 
iinconscioua child. In thia circle, alas I she will soon 
get conacions. The young people were rather foolish. 
ITncle appeared infected with it, but with him every-. 
thing ia atudied. I soon felt uncomfortable in this 
noisy company. Thereaa appeared to me cooatantly 
more unlovely. I aaked her whether ahe would not 
accompany me to the ladies, my mother would be so 
pleased to see her. In a moment she laid down the 
cue, and hastened before me. In the ante-room I told 
her casually that I did not like to see her there in the 
gentlemen's room, I thought ahe would be better with 
the ladiea. I aaid it rather seriously but atiU play- 
fully, you will give me the credit of not having been 
Tude. Theresa looked at me for a moment bat an- 
swered nothing, but I was rejoiced that when shortly 
after the young gentlemen pressed bet \a vnwi \i^ 
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into the biHj&rd-room, she decidedly refused and re- 
mained sitting with my mother with her sewing. I 
was now as amiable as poasible, so that my rude words 
might be forgotten. When I saw her sitting bo seriously 
and BO lovingly with my mother, I was almost sorry 
for my words, I asked her, at parting, whether she 
was not angry with her ill-behaved eousin? She shook 
her head. She has many good qualities, the Lord will 
help her, and I have a good confidence that she will 
not, like so many who resemble her, perish in the whirl- 
pool of the world. A week ago we were invited to a 
larger party. My mother has never excluded herself 
from these family meetings, and I conld not do so, 
but besidea this time I felt a great anxiety about the 
foolish young men. 

Towards evening preparations were made for a 
dance, for tablcanx, and for proverbs, as that was the 
order of the day, I was a looket-on; and the young 
pef^le tried to lay hands on me. I placed myself 
forthwith in position, the thing was amnsing. "I wish 
to enjoy life as long as I am young," said Count 
Stadlein. "Not only as long as I am young," I replied 
to- him; "I wish to enjoy it also when I am old." He 
looked at me with some astonishment. "But why 60 
yo« exclude yourself from the dance?" "That is too 
dwH. a pleasore for me," I replied. "If I dance I must 
be merry too, and sing, and jump. I only do it with 
children. This silent and solemn flying around and 
complimenting eiach other, has something gloomy in it 
to me. I could not join in it." Some yonng people 
made harmless jokes on this head, bat Count Stadleia 
d bitteriy, "That is a matter of taefe, indeed. I 
^AfrjoQ considered it a sin, and should Ek» to 
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have heard yonr explanation about it." "Certainly I 
do consider it a. ain when it doee not happen in the 
way of which I was speaking, and wLea it is one of 
the many impresses of the godless world, — of the world 
which lives without God. But, air, why are you here?" 
asked a young pert voice. I could not help laughing; 
he was quite right, but I controlled myself and an- 
swered with afEected gravity, that I did not come for 
'my own sake, but because I thought by my proximity 
to give pleasure to the company. No one ventured to 
reply anything to this dignified speech. Thereupon 
I invited them very cordially, as this was not the place 
for such conversations, to a sober cigar parliament at 
Kamem, there also to discuss in a becoming way the 
subject of the godless world — how she can sing merrily 
and prettily, and what is the end of her song. Many 
of the young men cheerfully and readily consented. 
One said I was a very peculiar sort of hypocrite, and 
he should wish to make a closer acquaintance with me. 
Count Stadlein, however, is mightily stem, and as far 
as possible hostile to me. Allred said lately to me, 
half in earnest, half in joke, that my character was too 
exciting for Count StadLoiu. So matters stand at 01s- 
hassen. I am afraid they will stand, and not get any 
farther. If this account has not interested you, I am 
sorry for it; I will now hastily tell you of my dear 
Kamem and its inhabitants. Of Christian I wrote to 
you at the beginning of the letter, and be has abo 
lately written to you himself. Netty is an admirable 
pastor's wife, and grows more and more in my estima- 
tion. She visits the poor and sick in the village, is 
quiet and cheerful over it, and is loved by young and 
old. It almost seems to me th&t uhe £i[Ub ^afyi y^^*^^ 
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better thaa Christian, he has learned too much, and is 
a Belf-absorbed professor. He most throw a great deal 
ovei^board, to become our good pastor at Kamem. I 
am beg;iDnIiig the reformation, as I said, with him. 
Netty b in leagiie with me. We understand each 
other without words. My mother agrees with ns, yet, 
to balance parties, she sometim.es holds with Christian. 
She haa also a great power over him. Now that it 
becomes almost autamnal, we have already spent- 
splendid evenings by lamp-light in the garden-parlour. 
I say we, and forgot the chief person — the little 
Joachim. That wise and sensible people may be un- 
wise parents has often happened in the world; and I 
most confess to you that Christian and Netty's mode 
of education is their weak side; but I must add in 
their excuse, that the boy is an uncommon character. 
Even my mother who (as she is in everything) is a 
model educator, (pray, don't apply that to me) seems 
weak when opposed to him. I will not speak of my- 
self. I feol a kind of elective -affinity for the boy, and 
believe, what older people assert, that he is a copy of 
me on a small scale. To Klans's disgust I have not 
ridden the brown for a fortnight because Joachim the 
second maintains the horse is nasty, — it has ffnch 
great bones and one slips so on it. I lift the little 
man almost every day on to my horse, because 
pleases him so very much. 

Now I have still to tell of myself and Klaus. ' 
myself that I am a diligent economist. I rise at five. 
Do you ask how that is possible? I tell yon that is 
*he brave Klans's afiair. He has orders to get me o' 
bed by five. At first he could not succeed. 
coached him. He assnred me be always thought 
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was awake, as I talked to him. You know I can cany 
on a simple convereation even in sleep. I gave him 
to understand that he must talk to me in a more in- 
teresting way than hitherto. One morning (the heat 
had disturbed me in the night) Klaus suddenly called 
with a loud voice, "Master think of something!" "Of 
what?" aaked I, half asleep. "Yea, think of some- 
thing," thundered he again. "Of what?" ""Why 
think it is possible it will soon snow." I could not help 
laughing heartily, and was awake in a moment. "Was 
not that interesting?" asked Klaus. "Highly interest- 
ing," said I, "you must always make it so." I woke 
more quickly the next morning, for the good Klaus 
made nse of the same wit, because as he thought one 
conld not so suddenly think of anything new. Besides 
nothing else was needed, for when he, in a morning 
with faithful zeal, made it snow, my risible muscles 
were set in motion, and now habit has conquered. So 
I get up at five o'clock. I roam over field and forest, 
and with true pleasure when sometimes I forget all 
money considerations. 

Yesterday I sat a long time under "the seven 
brothers." You know the isolated, beautiful beeches 
on the Hagenberg. Autumn has not yet tinged the 
leaves. The lake lay wreathed with ^een at my feet 
— on the left Olshausen, on the right Kamem, in the 
far distance a streak of silver — the sea. This is the 
only point where we have a distant view; for the eye, 
and for the longing of the heart, there is often a ne- 
cessity to be unbounded. A shepherd stood near me 
leaning on his staff — he also was looking into the 
distance. That is a delightful calling and would have 
been very suitable for me. I thoagbt, v& ebii^^ t^A 
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vho would do it best I looked-, he waa standing im- 
moveable, and I closed my eyes or opened them, and 
watched how white clondleta were paedug lightly over 
the bhie sky. When the snn began to aet, and the 
old aeston at Kamem waa ringing the evening-bell, 
the ahepherd aet himself in motion with his flock, and 
I followed him. I am now always in a frame of mind 
fall of happy yonthful enjoyment I am afraid of 
every distraction, leat I shoald disttub thia frame of 
mind; my lonely wanderings give me many snch con- 
templative boora. Yet they come to me also in the 
kouse, in the presence of my dear mother. Xow she 
has confided to me the office of leading the family 
worship. I entered upon it with trembling, bat it gives 
me great joy even in the preparation for it. We are 
now reading the Old Testament, so that we may begin 
Advent with oar dear Lord Jeans Christ. The Old 
Testament has never so taken hold of me, and tonched 
me as this time. I feel again anew, that the Lord God, 
throngh His Holy Spirit, can constantly disclose more 
and more of the Bible; one veil falls off after another, 
the light constantly becomes brighter. Great ia the 
compassion and long-suffering of Godl how Ke par- 
doned hie people Israel from time to time, how Ha 
followed him, how Ho led him by love and by aeverity. 
His salvation lay so near his heart, that He sent His 
only-begotten Son as a redemption for many, that all 
wbo believe in Him might not periah but have ever- 
lasting life. Why ahould I not be joyfnl in soul in 
spite of all the burden of sin, and the misery of sin. 
Oar lifb is n conflict, spent in falling and rising again 
and falling again; but faith and love and comfort are 
«2k> &eTe, and the Lord Jesus Himadf is then. Wh«t 
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we conid not Ao He has already done for os, &nd be- 
fore us is the goal of our longing and striving, eternal 
in peace, and joy, and bleAsedness. Therefore, as we 
have enng to-day, 
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And Qow God be with yon, dear Joaeph. Look 
Qpon this letter as something methodical. I caosot, as 
you do, ^t down quickly and throw off a few lines. I 
am not fond of writing, and when I am at it I do not 
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like to do anythmg else. If you go to Berlin you 
might come through here, 

Yonr faithful 

Joachim. 

Letter from Theresa. 
(Not sent.) 

OlnhiiaiBii, laih Ociober IBS!. 

Dbae Sophie, 

Do not be uneasy about my not being irell. It is 
nothing but the old story — the favourite lard- 
dumptings. 

Yesterday I had almost made a vow never again 
to eat them; I was so vexed that I vas obliged to|atay 
here. Tet to-day I feel very much pleased with my 
evening. 

It will certainly give you pleasure, so you shall 
hear about it Yesterday morning I was told to go to 



The boi with the ball-dress was come, I was very 
curious, and mamma, in her eagerness about the dress, 
did not look at her little daughter. When at last she 
hands over to me the light silver-spangled stuff, and, 
highly eatisfied, is stroking the hair back from my 
forehead she cries out in terror: "But, Theresa, what 
if the matter?" 

Yes, I looked horrible, not only on the lips but 
further towards the nose, I had hateful bright spots. 
The dresa was packed up, my sentence was spoken. 
It was to remain at home! Mamma was vesed; Alfred 
still more so. Count Stadlein's partner for the country- 
dance was missing. I shed tears; not on that account, 
but I did wish to go and, you may doubt it, dear 
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. bat I wished very mnch to aee and to talk to 
yon agftin. When they were all gone I waa standiDg 
alone hy the window in the twilight I could not set 
to anything for vexation. 

All at once I thought of going a walk and called 
Elizabeth. She camo, but with her cloak on. She had 
leave to visit her mother for the evening. "I will go 
with yon to Kamem and visit Aunt Netty," cried I 
with delight, I would hear nothing said against it: it 
was fall moon, fine weather, — no obstacle. Elizabeth 
grows dearer to me every day; if she were not Bxy 
lady's maid, I might be still more friendly with her. 
We went along the foot-path by the lake; the moon 
was shining through the bright trees, and on Elizabeth's 
quiet face; nty feet matled in the leaves, — shadows 
were dancing on the sedge. Elizabeth wm so quiet 
and only said yes and no; but then she sang so sotlly 
and witb snch a touching voice that I could have wept. 
"Now all the woods are sleeping" as the hymn says. 
It is very long bnt I should like to hear it again, and 
I should like to leam it. We got so quickly to Eamem 
but I did not tmst myself to Aunt Netty, I was afraid 
of her husband. I went to Elizabeth's mother, Mrs. 
Braunsen's, who was so long lady's maid to Annt 
Anna, and who lives in the church-yard comer, — a 
little house very small and quite alone behind the 
parsonage garden. A little light was glimmering 
throngb the dark lime-trees, and it was burning in a 
little room in which I should aheady like to live. 

Mrs. Braunsen was very polite, and so refined and 
amiable that I could not help thinking alt the time os 
Aunt Anna. I begged she would do as though I were 
not there. Elizabeth brought tea, — brown bread and 
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batter aet tfat on a wUte cloth, and I felt as tbottg'li 1 
were with people of rank. Mrs. BrannserL said grace, 
I gladly joined in, bat jast as if I vere in a dream 
I liked to liatea to all she said. When Elizabeth was 
tftkiDg <mt the tea aad her mother was helping her, I 
looked through the window in to the bright moon- . 
light and on to the chnrch-yard with the chareh, I 
went oat that Blizabeth might be alone with her 
mother. They thooght I wished to go to Netty, bnt it 
was far pleasanter oat there. 1 was not at all «&aidt ' 
I could not help looking at the stars and thinking 
what would become of me. I went from the church- 
yard into the lime-avenue and the garden. The castle 
lay so quiet and bo bright, and two gdden rays of 
Kght Ml upon the grass-plot from the garden parlour. 
I w«nt across softly and looked in. I thought all tha , 
time I was dreaming. Annt was sittiiig oa the so£b 
and Joacfaim was in the arm-chair reading aloud. I 
sat down softly on the low window-siU, «nd heard his 
voiee plaioly. I eonld not belp lookhtg at then both. 
I don't know why. I prayed too that the dear Lord 
wvold make me happy. I forgot too that I was eittio^ < 
there. Joachim suddenly got Tip and walked to the 
irindow. I was rery much frightened and squeezed 
mys^ qoiCe beoenth the window-sill I only saw hiB 
hattd wwefc h« laid on the rail. It seemed as tihougii 
h» stMttAed it aut to me to help me. I thought "Now 
if tbou Douldst grasp it, and say Joacf^m. Dwn't bs 
angry with me and help me to become good and xs&^ 
gioas, «ad, dear Aunt, I leve yoxi so very muck." I 
C0u)d not belp ciTiivg very mueh; it wa,s forttmate that 
b« vaat firom the window: I stood up and slippeA 
away, bat when I was obliged to go tlutoag& the gloomy 
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I do not know whether it is s good thing to sew 
for the blacks, but Aunt Anna does it and Mrs. 
Branusen. 

Mamma must not hear of it; she would be very- 
angry, and Alfred would tease me, I made lately, for 
a lottery, a rose-coloured silk glove case. They 
laughed at me and agked what the Hottentots could 
do with it. I have not given it np but will sew in 
secret with Elizabeth. Working with the maid no 
longer gives me any pleaaure. It is often so horribly 
cold out there. Now I have written away the after- 
noon; the moon is shining again, and I am singing all 
^one "Now all the woods are sleeping," 



Dear Sophib, 

\ I had written you a long letter but I can not send 

, it, it is too marvellous; I will bum it I promise you 

i henceforth to keep a jourual. Writing to-day baa 

given me much pleasure. I shall also have a good 

deal of time now. 

You have been to Kamem lately and not come to 
as. I am sorry for it I should have been bo glad to 
talk to you. I quite believe the people there have 
pleased you. Could you not send me some pretty 
books to read? Think of iti Papa wishes to go with 
us for a longer time to Berlin. I should so much 
lather stay here. I know of nothing else to tell you 
to-day: I hope you will be at the birthday at Wind- 
fort, then I will tell you a great deal. My love to all 
the children. I will send the promised doll to Uttle 
Uary *- loctor. Your 

l^BBSA. 




rtOACtOM 1 
Joachim to Joseph. 
EuDflnif ilk Docoab^ im. 

Deab Joseph, 

Autmnn Laa shaken all the leaves from the trees; 

I the view from my window is very extensive, I 

I see almost to 01shaai«n, at lea^t the lake glimUiers 

Ihrong'b the bare twigs. Christian's light also sends a 

greeting through the Ume-trees; mine greets him in re- 

I turn. When his goes out, it is a warning to me to go 

1 to rest, and thus we exchange a good-night. We have 

iDow celebrated the firet Advent. It ia a beantifiil 
thing that the Chnrch celebrates ber moat splendid 
feasta at a time of year when, withdrawn fix)m the 
visible, we can live for a far fairer and more blessed 
world- We sing onr Hosanna to meet the King- 
"Praised be He who cometh in the name of the Lord 
— Hosanna in the highest." I leam more and more 
lliat, with a simple well-ordered outward calling, life 
tlirives best in the qniet of loneliness. I feel happy 
here, and everything externally is ordered accurding to 
my wish. What indeed is happiness or imhappineas? 
If we have the Lord, we have the advantage over the 
world, and our rich and our barren times consist in 
having Him more or less. Now dnring Advent we 
shall meet once a week with Christian and Netty to 
sing and read — the servants also are by turns to take 
part in it. It has happened twice already, and yester- 
day another festivity combined with it which is cer- 
tainly worth the pains that you should enjoy it with 
ns. To Joachim the second (who when his obstinat« 
stem Uncle Joseph comes will yet take his heart by 
storm) to this yoimg fellow, was announced t,\ia.t ' 

a* 
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coming seaaon Master Eupert would come as precursor 
of the Holy Christ, and that he would throw beautiful 
things into the room for all good children. 

Joachim has done hia utmost to show his good- 
ness; no one doubted it, but many of my young friends 
in the courtyard abo counted themselves among these 
good children. Yesterday in the twilight the little 
company appeared: they were assembled in the ante- 
room, and Joachim as the smallest but brtivest served 
and kept order. When I was just on the point of 
putting on the fur cloak, and of taking the sack with 
tliQ apples, and nuts and sweet-meats into my hand, a 
carriage drove up — Aunt from Olshausen and Rose. 
Aunt comes oftener now; I fear from ennvi; she is 
pretty much cut off from the rest of the neighbour- 
hood by bad roads. Yet it is pleasant to us. Uncle 
has been for a. long time at fierlln, but just in his ab- 
sence mother can get on best with aunt. She has 
also met Netty and Christian here, and yesterday 
especially the two sisters appeared to me like they did 
of old. Theresa was highly delighted when she heard 
the object of the youthful assembly, she declared she 
would belong to the children to-day and profit by 
Master Kupert 

I asked whether she was a good child too? She 
did not take the joke as I had intended it, and turned 
away gravely. I was sorry for that. I tried to make 
up for it. And she is so easy to appease; she was 
soon merry again, and the centre of the delighted com- 
pany — that is she brought a wonderful animation into 
it, tiilked patois with the children, as though she could 
speak nothing else; she danced with them and sang, 
and Joachim the second was astonished, and in aston- 
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istunent gave Mb sceptre to the ambitious intrnder. I 
listened a lon^ time at the crack of the door. Then I 
played my part (I hope well); the children in spite of 
timidity hastened to gather round the hideous Giver, 
and Theresa ingratiated herself wonderfully with 
Joachim when she offered afterwards to share her gifts 
with him. The boy aeema to make his way even with 
the Okhansen ladies. Aunt was in a very good 
temper; she invited herself to the Advent feast. My 
mother appeared, in honour of the visit, to wish to let 
the Advent celebration fall through. 1 on the con- 
trary was delighted at the tboughta of it. The more 
joyful and the more sure of our cause we are, the more 
magical is the influence on others, and on those who 
do not participate. I said at table what our guests 
most expect after supper. I praised the time of Ad- 
vent: I added since they had joined us to-day, they 
moat sing Hosanna with us to our King; and I was 
sure they would enjoy our festival more than we 
enjoy those which they give us at Okhanaen. 
Aunt received these words well. She assured us 
she herself loved quiet life more than company, 
and on that account had decidedly put off the 
Berlin journey. For Rose's sake I should rather have 
been there, added she: the girl leads a mad life here, 
driving about in the stables and in the village with 
Elizabeth, and will never learn what she owes to herself 
and her position. Theresa laughed at this accusation 
and I aDowed myself a few more ohservations. I do 
not doabt that Theresa is in good company with Eli- 
sabeth, and better than with the gentlemen in the bil- 
I liard-room, and Theresa gave striking evidence of it 
that evening. When our company was a4asssii\.*A 

L 
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after supper Ctmstiaii gave a short discoorae ou the 
time of Advent. He eliortly esplained tbe Gospel of 
Sunday. Afterwards "0 how shall 1 receive Thee" 
was snng — the first hymn. When 1 handed Theresa 
a hymn book, she said I know the hymn by heart, 
and so she said at the second which we sang. That 
astonished Christian, and he asked her, half in jest, 
whether she had learned the hymtis at Lausanne. "O 
no," answered she abruptly, "1 leiim them now in my 
mad life as mamma calls it Aunt Emma took plea- 
sore in the singing of her daughter, and with others 
asked her to sing a hymn alone, Theresa's voice is 
insignificant but clear and child-like. She sang some 
verses from "Now all the woods are sleeping." A 
hymn never touched me so much as the last verse 
hut one. 

"Mjjeaus, itaj Thoa bj me 

I stood near her, and fervently commended this feeble 
creatore to the heart of the Lord. You see I am a 
regular mystic; I believe that the offering of such a 
prayer must act immediately and marvellously on the 
one for whom we pray, and more than the most eloquent 
words of onr lips. If it be so, the power of this my 
prayer will help to open this heart to the Lord, to 
touch the lips that they may cry Hosanna to Him. 
Tes I confidently believe it. 

Dear JosephI have you your own thoughts about 
what I am writing? I have my thoughts too, and the 
Lord grant they may he His thoughts. Amen. And 
help me to pray. Oh if we could be more still, 
pray more constantly, we should make more pro- 





much talkiug and doing. So may 
Your friend 



Theresa to Sophie. 

Olihitiusn, mib Deeambgi 13». 
DhAR SOFHIB, ' 

I am living a. splendid life and enjoy myself and I 
have had a feast which you might celebrate with your 
children. It is not my discovery. I leajTied it at I 

Kamem, and had a most pleasant time there, mamma 
too ; — she stayed so long that the moonlight was over, 
and cuusiu Joachim was obliged to go before m on 
horseback with a lantern to light as. Momma ia on 
very good terms now with the Kamem people. She 
says they lead a sensible and happy life there, and 
that it was not a bad thing of Netty that she accepted 
the Pastor. Ho ia amiable, and what he is now he 
will be when she is older. Mamma is angry now with 
Papa that ho went to Berlin; and Papa ia angry that 
she would not go with him, and wishes to stay till the 
spring. We get on quite merrily here. You know 
the sport of Master Rupert. 

Last Sunday they were all invited from Kamem — ■ 
Christian and Netty and little Joachim too. With 
Elizabeth I had made a little sky-blue dress for him | 

which suits him very well, I bad invited many of the 
farm people as well and got ginger-bread and apples, | 

and Cousin Joachim was obliged to act Master Knpert i 

becaose he is so tall and looks so formidable. The 
servant held a hoard with green bushes and lights | 

over his head, which was a true cap of light, sad bo 
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he stood ia the half-open door and flung his gifts into 
the dusky room, and on to the frightened children. 
They were all the merrier afterwards: little Joachim 
made especial fun for us. Dear Sophie, I want to tell 
you that I cannot sew for the mission now, and I have 
not begun the diary. Christmas makes me a great 
deal to do. I am making a great many presents -vcith 
Elizabeth. We are also invited to Kamem: you are 
to come too with all the children and to all, aU I wish 
to give something. Dear love. The Doctor wants to 
go and takes this note with him. Your 

Theresa. 

Sophie to Theresa. 

Dear Kosb, 

Only work and employ yourself well. Never think 
that all work is unnecessary for you, and that, by the 
renunciation of a wish for luxury, you can have all 
done for money. Work is such a great blessing for 
yourself, and not to be paid for by money: and in 
order to free yourself from the depressing thoughts of 
the uselessness of your work, do more works of love 
whether for the mission, or for your poor or for your 
friends. 

My children are devoted to you with great affec- 
tion. Little Mary would do anything for Aunt Rose. 
We are very much delighted at the thoughts of meet- 
ing at Kamem, and we are also eagerly practising the 
Christmas hymns. I have still a great deal to do and 
because I have so many claims by day am obliged to 
call in the help of the night. 

God be with you, dear Theresa. Your 

SoPHtB. 



Wif Joaehim to Josepli. 

Dbas JoaEPH, 
The lovely CUrbtmas days are over. I am do- 
lighted that yoii have enjoyed tliem with us, and have 
lived in our dear circle. But I have more knowledge 
of human nature, dear Joseph, than you and Christian. 
You good lively people! It is beautiful that you have 
ao soon overcome old prejudices, but I fear you have 
taken op new ones. I fear — for I might do so- — you 
were right this time. I cannot share your rapture 
about Theresa. You laugh. Theresa is very lovely, 
but a shaking reed. Uncle has got his way that she 
shall go with Aunt to Berlin. Can you think that she 
will stand firm there. Count Btadlein is said to be 
very rich and is a far more agreeable son-in-law to my 
ODcle than I am; and for Theresa I am surely not 
more attractive than a young man of the world. You 
see, dear Joseph, how weak I am, my heart has be- 
come foolish. Should I ever foi^et that marriages are 
made in heaven. The fields of snow are so bright and 
the bine sky and the sunshine. I have run through 
field and forest in order to out-run my folly, but, dear 
Joseph, yon will at once see how it is with me. My 
thoughts belong to her; her image has placed itself in 
my soul, I love her dearly, yes, dearly. I am anxious 
about it. I have wept like a child and was never 
more happy than in those tears. Is it the Lord's will!' 
Oh I am afraid of this happiness. I am afraid of my 
weak heart. The world is bo heaulifnl; the place of 
my home is so beautiful bat only with her. I am so 
happy, but only with her. I make jlaas — ft^iii \% i.'^ 
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them. I lie down — I think of her. I wake, and 
think of her. M7 heart has no rest: it ia touched with 
Borrowi bat this sorrow causes me no pain. Oh Joseph, 
pray for me, pray for my weak heart, and for my hap- 
piness. The star of evening is there appearing in the 
bright sky, clear and still: — it wil] always shine 
again in tike purity till it sees me again at peace. 
Time passes away, unrest passes away — the Lord 
knows when and how. Shall I send you this evidence 
of jDj weakness? No one here has the least idea that 
the man in me ia become a fool. I walk about with 
great repose — with great dignity. I never said such 
aensihle things as now. I disputed with Christian how 
a Christian must love: — the true-hearted man defends 
my folly. 

Netty enjoyed to hear him talk. I believe women 
do love to see a man weak in this way. She is angry 
with me about my cold-heartedneas. And the cold- 
hearted quiet man when he is alone, weeps like a child. 
Write to me, Joseph, give me a lecture; see whether 
you can do it njoie seriously than I do myself: — dear 
fellow, do this friendly service to me. I say no one 
guesses the state of my heart; perhaps, though, my 
mother may, and she ought to know least of all. I 
believe her only weakness is anxiety about my happi- 
ness. Oh, she would have more sympathy with my 
folly than I have myself. Gfod be with you. 
Your 

JoAonnc. 





Letter from Theresa to Fran von Kamern. 



Dear Ad»t, 
My promiaed letter will, perhaps, be too long for 
you. I am so eager to write. You mitat also keep 
your promise and write a great deal about Kamern. 
We have now been in this great city for two days. 
We live "nnder the Lindens"- — a broad street and a 
chief street. The driving and walking and riding is 
incalcalable. Oni house on the other hand is not 
extraordinary. Alfred says, papa has been stingy. 
Our own carpets, table-covers and fumiture, give some 
appearance to the matter. Besides papa is very formal; 
I am qnite frightened at it, and he has already said to 
me in confidence that I am a regular peoiiant-girL 
Papa has not brongbt a carriage with him. Count 
Stadlein lives with as in one house. His carriage is 
at ova service; I believe that ia why the count boards 
with na. We have a joint establishment. On the very 
first morning a hair-dresser came to mamma and me. 
The creatore tormented me horribly for two hours. 
I paid him out well, and I was so pleased that at go- 
ing away, he said to mamma that he would never dress 
the young lady's hair again. First ho cut long pig- 
tails from my back hair, then he frizzed innumerable 
little locks with a curling iron, and then towered them 
up one on another — two high mounfains on my fore- 
head. Ha called this "Coiffure b. la neige." Quite 
right, for with the spring these snow-mountains will 
thaw away in Olflhausen. Papa brought me besides a 
white satin hat, around ita brim adapted to these tower- 
g locks, twined moss-roses and vine-hrancbfts. Mttft\ 



declares that papa chose this vifk a meaning — "with 
roaes one should think of the grspes." Dear aunt, in 
their hateful worldly Benae I detest that, but I thought 
of you, and what you said to me about youtli. "With 
those thongbta T put on the remarkable hat, and made 
some visits. In the evening we were at the theatre. 
I believe the theatre will give me the most pleasure. I 
saw the enchanting flutes and thought I wns enchanted 
myself. One thing more. This evening I had my 
first riding lesson in the riding- school. Papa and 
Alfred and Count 8tadlein looked on. I was very 
brave, but I know the horaee here have no foolish 
tricks. Only tell little Joacliie that if I came to Karaem 
I could ride better than he. Oh, dear Aunt! I like 
much better to be at home than here. I hope we shall 
not stay here long. Mamma has a very bad nervous 
headache to-day. Iliat has freed me from a terrible 
dinner. I had already, with Elizabeth's help, built np 
the snow-mouotaius on my forehead, and papa had 
fumiBhed me with infinite rules for behaviour. All in 
vain! I am sitting with Elizabeth in our little back 
room, and am writing to my dear aiuit. 

Besides I am beginning to amuse myself on my 
own account with Elizabeth. At tea-time every neces- 
sary was again wanting; since no larder exists here 
we resolved to go and buy. I haslily frizzed myself 
k la Olshausen, put on my travelling-hood and went 
with Elizabeth into a sausage-shop. The sausages 
there were arranged like wreatha, and hams between 
and smoked goose-breasts. "We bought some of all 
and, in another shop, butter, cheese and sardines. We 
were very much pleased with this store, and I begin 
to find it gnif« pleasant in my little back room. To- 
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I Snuday, bo before the otbers make their 
appearance, I shall go with Elizabeth to church. I 
hope also mamma will be ao poorly that I need not go 
into company. Now, farewell, dear Aunt, I earnestly 
beg you, write to me soon again. Give my love to 
Joachim, and little Joachie, Netty and Chriatian. 
Pleaee, send Elizabeth's letter by Klaus. 
Yonr 

TioSRESA von Olseuusen. 



Joachim to Joseph. 

Ksmsrn, IMhPsbruaiy 182S. 

Dkab Joseph, 
Yonr lecture is not very striking, dear Joseph. 
Do not think that my present state of mind is the 
result of it. The heart is a desponding and sorrowful 
thing; if it fears conflict, if it is ansions, it may timidly 
fly. When the danger is over it gains wonderful 
courage. Now listen how here in Kamem, in spite^ of 
winter, it is spring. Early on Monday I stood won- 
dering at the window. Forest and park gleswaed in 
the silver light of spring, aga,inst the rosy morning 
akyi a wreath of stars adorned every twig, every 
flower-stalk, every blade of grass. It drove me ont 
earlier tlian usual, a gnu over my shoulder to give 
some appearance of an object to these vagaries. I went 
along the path by the lake. I forgot myself, and stood 
lost in the beanty of the scene. The clear frozen sur- 
face of the water encircled by beeches and birches and 
sleuder reeds; in the back grgtiud Castle Olshansen 
with the park all berimed with silver, and a light blue 
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and rosy mist over them. Suddenly two figures came 
out of OlshauHen Part; they were undoubtedly Hose 
and Elizabeth. When Eose saw me she beckoned 
with her pocket-handkerchief, and hastened impetuously 
nearer. The more she hastened, the more I slackened 
my pace. My fool tries to fortify himself as well aa 
he can. Elizabeth left as in order to go to her mother. 
I lead Koae through the park. She was very talkative 
and very meny; her joy of heart was to be read in 
her bright eyes, and though I walked beside her in a 
very dignified way, my heart leaped in equal bounds 
vndt hers. Aunt became so nervous at Berlin, that 
the physician at last ordered her home. Mother in- 
vited Rose to stay the day with us; she stayed. To- 
wards evening I took her home. But the next day 
the physician brought her back to us himself Aunt's 
illness had become nervous fever, and as several people 
at Olshausen lie ill of it, his advice is, that Bose should 
stay some weeks here. Thus it ia spring at Kamem. 
I feel as if I were in a dream when I sit in a room 
and hear her light steps on the corridor, and hear her 
chattering with dogs and cats, or see how eagerly she 
lessens mother's little household affairs, and then again 
sits quietly by her, and listens attentively to serious 
conversations. Dear Joseph, good fortune gives spirit 
— perhaps a haughty spirit. The world never appeared 
BO fair to me, men so loveable, Heaven so near. Is 
that youthful delight? and the delight of love? To 
he joyful, sorrowful, thoughtful. 1 was thoughtful, the 
star of evening was appearing in the sky. Mountaineers 
were playing below in the meadow — the sounds tonched 
ny heart with longing and joy. I walked on to the 
orridor. Bose was sitting on the first step. She wished 
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) rise, »he is oftea ao ahy witli me. I have once be- 
gun to pla; the eomewbat serions stent coasin, and do 
not know how to begin anything else. I eat down by 
Ler, I wisbed to be small ajid lowly beside her. We 
sat at first silently by each other. I gave her my 
hand and asked whether she liked to he with us? She 
nodded and at the same time looked at me bo lovingly, 
that I could not help being strong and saying no 
foolisb things. I remained silent, covered my eyes 
with my hand until the tones had died away and Boae 
went to my mother. I conclnde for to-day. The 
Lord he with yon and with us all. All is well at the 
parsonage. Little Joachie is our daily companion. 
Of SlaoB 1 can tell you that he is very merry. It is 
very pretty when such young people are in the house, 
he said this morning with delight. Elizabeth is with 
Kose. I might learn from him many a tender atteu' 
tion to these young people — amongst others he daily 
rides for some hours like a lady to train the brown, so 
that Rose may satisfy her love of riding here. 
I heartily greet you. 

Your 

JOACHDL 

Diary of Theresa. 

At last I will begin a diary. I had not time in 
Berlin. Four days here are already passed in such a 
way that when I lie down in the evening, I can scarcely 
wait till I get up early in the moruing. Yet two 
mornings I have overslept myself and could not go to 
prayers- This morning I hurried very much and dressed 
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properly, for aunt does not like a yoang girl to appeaV 
JD the morning in n^gligfe. I waa standing timidly 
at the door of the room, it felt very etrange, I heard 
Joachim's voice — "We will begin." Then I opened 
the door quickly. Annt was sitting in the arm-chair; 
Joachim at the table, the servants nearer the door. 
I sat down by annt; Joachim read so quietly, not at 
nh a clergyman's tone. I could not help looking at 
him all the time and listening to him. To-day he -wax 

Smuch kinder to me; if I could only tell him that I am 
BD fond of hearing him, bnt he ia always so grave 

' vith me, and then he is eo tall that when I stand by 

him I scarcely reach to his ahoulder. After break- 
fast I go with aunt into the household. She has a 
certain apron and cap for it, puts on gloves and takes 
the basket of keys. I dressed myself just the eamO 
because I think it so pretty. We enquired about 
dinner for the parlour, and the servants gave out what 
was necessary from the larder; then I sorted fruit 
The very little spots in fine apples I cut out and laid 
among the pe«lg; fruit is scarce this year. Apples 
with great spots I gave to the cook. She is to make 
fried apples of them to-night Aunt praiaed my sort- 
ing. Afterwards I sewed industriously with aunt. 
Joachim kept as waiting for dinner. He was the 
whole morning among the household. After dinner I 
stayed in the library and played the piano. Joachim 
sat on the sofa and went to sleep over it; I was so 
glad he did, because he had the tooth-ache. I got up 
qnite softly, and placed myself with a book in the 
window. Aunt called us to coffee. We were very : 

( happy. Towards evening we went a walk and I with J 

ftunt to see a sick woman. Oh! how beantifully and ] 

i J 
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Comfortingly: »unt can. spettlc. I. wish I couldl but I 
pun Afx&id lof sickuBiis and very much of death. In. tho 
twilight I practised my old hymns alone. I iad al- 
most forgotten them in Berlin; now I have written this, 
.md soon Netty and ChristiaD will come and eat 
fried apples with us and then there will be a lecture. 
We are now in paesion-week. I like to hear it and 
can say nothing more hut that when a day is gone, I 
am so pleased to look back upon it. 

Fabnuur Sii. 

To-day I was with annt earlier than the servants. 
Aunt kissed me kindly on the forehead, and asked 
whether it gave me pleasure toBolemnizo the morning 
thus with. them? I bent over to her and could not 
help crying. Joachim had gone to the window, he 
snrely does not beUcve it. I said in a low voice to 
annt, "Dear Aunt, if you forsake me, I shall not be- 
coipe pious. I do not know how to begin anything 
alone." Aunt said she loved me very much and wonld 
neyer. forsake me, but my best support must be the 
Lord above. I do not rightly understand it, but I be- 
lieve it. Elizabeth is so happy. She is not afraid of 
death; she says earth first appears truly beautiful to 
ns when we tcajii to trust, in Heaven. I should like 
to learn to trust in Seaveu. 

Tebr. 25th. The.days here .pass, so quickly and I 
have very much i. to do. , Little Joachim has the in- 
fluenza. I must.amnae, him. Joachim, also plays with 
him. I lite to be at the parsonage. .1 am no longer 
afraid of Christian, and;!Netty is always kind and 
friendly. She goea to,aeo mamma too. and is not afraid 
of the. infieotion. Mamma is still very ill, but not 

I JTilnurn, ilc, i 
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dtiitgeroQBly. To-day I practised the hymij, "A Lamb 
has borne our guilt" It is so touching, I could not 
help crying, and do not know why. 

Jltnh Snd. 
Yesterday I was with Elizabeth at Mrs. firaunsen's. 
We drank tea there again, and it was very nice. Sho 
read to ub and we sang together. Aunt and Netty 
went to set! mamma. I c[uite deceived Joachim. He 
thought I was gone Lome. At last he heard where I 
was and fetched me. He was angry that I had locked 
up the larder-keys, he was obliged to eat of the aervanta' 
food. That made me very sorry. I cannot tell whether 
he ia only angry in joke. To-day I had asked aunt 
what was hia favourite food. "He has none," she said, 
but before he ordered for himself on his birthday, ver- 
micelli-pudding and hip-aance. I ordered it in the 
kitchen and gave out everything for it, and when it 
came on table he noticed it, and said, I wished to 
make up to him for yesterday. He thanked me very 
kindly, and said the dish had never tasted so nice to 
him. After dinner X sang. He aat with aunt on the 

March, 8th. The spring sunshine is already warm. 
I wont to-day to the houae-keepor, and fetched a 
((uantity of fresh ogga, and carried a basketful to 
little Joacbie. I also sat on the grass-plot with my 
grey-hound and sunned myself. Oh! how I do erjoy 
the apring, and how beautiful it is here. I should like 
to bo here at Easter. 

March, 1 Gth. One day passes like another. I have 
not much to write. The day before yesterday Sophie 

i here with all the children. Joacbie was abo here 
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with them. I went quite iato a passioa puce, but aunt 
and Joachim were not angry about it. Joachim has 
promiBed me that in a few days he will ride out with 

March, 20th. It was very delightful to-day. I aat 
with aunt in the twilight. She told me of the Lord 
Jesna, of His teaching and of faith in Him. She re- 
peated to me very beautiful worda about Him from 
John and Luke. I did not know all that before. 
Wlien Netty came I went to my room and read it. 
"Behold what love the Father has shown us, that wo 
should be called the children of God! Therefore the 
world knows you not because it knows Him not. For 
all that 18 in the world b not of the Father but of the 
world. The world passes away with its pleasure, but 
he who dooth the will of God abideth for ever." Oh! 
He abideth for ever. I should like also not to taste of 
death. I should lite, when all here is over, to be 
eternally happy above with all whom I hold dear. 
^M^ in the 6th chapter of Luke. The wiU of God 
lit ^ i be plainly seen therein; I believe I understand 
tl^v "Blessed are ye if men hate you, and separate 
yen. fttaa their company, aud reproach you, and cast 
out yonr name as evil for the saJfe of the Son of man." 
In Olshausen they live in the world, and despise aunt 
because they will not bear tie will of God, and like 
to live differently. They scorn and despise a faith 
which they do not know and understand. But I see 
and feel that this faith makes one far happier; that 
diey are happier here than in Olshausen, and if I do 
not know and understand much, I can yet love the 
Lord JesuB, and pray to Him that He may ever open 
a.y heart more and more to faith. Aad X cau IftKCU 
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HiB will if I read the Bible. And if I onca know 
His will I must do it, or else I stould be ■very un- 
happy: even if I should possess all the fortune of the 
world, without it, I should always think of death with 
fear and therefore have no joy in life. We most all 
die, I see that, and all have the consciousness of an- 
other life — ^tho bad fear; — the good rejoice. This 
life is so short and its pleasure only illusion, and it is 
BO beautiful and happy to live here for Heaven. I 
will say all that to papa, if he wishes to compel me 
to the old life. I will consider still more all that I 
wish to say to him; and if he is wiser than I am, and 
I do not know what to answer, I will say to him that 
it does not matter to me whether folly or prudence, 
but I should feel happier if I lived according to God's 
will than if I lived with the world. Oh! I am afraid 
of papa — he is so wise, and can do as if be were the 
only one who is right. 

March, 22nd. Because in those days I was very 
serious, aunt asked me whether I was melancholy. 
Then she spoke about cheerfulness and sorrowfulness 
and seriousness. But she need not have done so. I 
see it in herself and in Christian and Netty and 
Joachim. We drove tu Mardorf to-day. I enjoyed 
myself again very much, but I was not so wild. I be- 
lieve that that is not pretty. I shall be seventeen in 
May. 

March, 26th. To-day it was really too beautiful. 
I have had a ride and a long way to the Seven Brothers. 
Because the horse was not quite to be trusted, Joachim 
led it by the bridle. There I got off. We tied the 
horse to a beech-tree. The sun shone so warmly ou 
the grata aod the moss. JuMhim showed me the litU« 
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moss-foreeta , how they shoot from the earth towELTde 
the warm Bpring air; how every flower ia different, 
and equally delicate and full of art. So uature now 
begins to nnfold more and more of her beanty, and, if 
we are attentive, we shall see the same wonders in the 
smallest as in the great. Ohl how sweetly the birda 
sang, and the lake glittered in the sau. I reminded 
Joachim of the winter-day, how beautiful the lake was 
then, but more heautifnl still to-day. And I was able 
lo be very confidential with liJTti to-day, and related to 
him my evening-walk by the lake with Elizabeth, and 
iow I was alone in the garden, and looked through 
the window and should so like to have come in. And 
then he uaid — I don't know whatl I was very happy 
that I was sitting by him. I felt as though I had no- 
thing to fear, and that he believed what I said to him. 
The sua went down. We rode home and I was quiet 
this evening. I am often rather quiet than merry. 

Joachim to Joseph. 

Kainern, Mirch Mill 1823. 

Sear Joseph, 

I did not write to you of our delightful, quiet life 
because there was notliing special to tell about it, I 
feel constantly more certain that it is the Lord's will 
tor me to bear Theresa on my heart. Will this issue 
in joy or sorrow? that is in His hands. Struggles will 
BOW arise, but Theresa's heart is mine and I am very 
happy. 

Bince Wednesday she has been at Olshansen again. 
Unolfi came quite unexpectedly with Count Stadiein 
uid Alired to fetch her. He was thankful for otir 
bavin^ received Bose, and to polite over it that tii^u 
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was no escape from hinL Count Stadlein was silent 
and on the watcL I have no doubt that he is in love 
with Sose. I feel uncomfortable in his presence, he 
appears to me like the evil one. Sose makes me sad. 
I ahould so like to be always at her side, but — yet I 
have a strong confidence that she will stand fimu 
Uncle invited mother and me on Maundy-Thursday. 
I have brought a house full pf young people with me» 
said he laughing, and as there is no pleasure in the 
country yet, I must amuse them in-doors. I asked 
him in what the pleasure would consist? ^^Oh!" said h^ 
evasively, "that is not my concern. I only bring the 
young people together, give them room enough, provide 
food and drink, open the piano, and their youthful 
enjoyment will do the rest^* I asked him seriously: 
^^Have you remembered, dear Uncle, that we are in 
passion-week?" "That is my responsibility, dear 
Joachim," answered he lightly. "Opinions about such 
things are divided, and you know ours do not agree." 
"Well," answered I veiy quietly, "but permit us not 
to come this week. On Good-Friday I go to Holy 
Communion with all my household; to-morrow morning 
to confession, and the Saturday we also spend quietly; 
but on the first day of Easter we could come to you." 
Uncle made some courteous reply, and took his leave. 
Rose took a warm leave of mother. She said she 
should come early to-morrow with Elizabeth to church. 
Eose was at church Thursday and Friday. Alfred 
was with her, but she went alone to the Holy. Com* 
munion. Oh, Joseph, I have stood with her before 
the table of the Lord. He will make me strong in all 
my weakness. To-day felt hard to me at first; I felt 
lonely; I wandered to our dear hill, and along: ib% 



footfa-patli by the lake. I saw the compan7 walking 
in the park; J heard them laugh; Koae was with them, 
but surely not her heart. Dear Josephl I was very 
happy wben I wandered back. I considered whether 
it is easier to be a Christian in happiness or nnhappi- 
ness? I think in happinesa. I have made a vow to 
(be Lord. My heart desires ao very mnch to be happy; 
and what does it desire? Not money and property, 
not honour and renown; it desires the one whom my 
Boul so dearly loves; — I would tread one path with 
her. I would bear joy and sorrow with her. The 
star of evening is shining again, and looks on my 
restless heart, — it will ako behold my peace. All, 
all will pass away; life is nothing, so utterly nothing; 
but the future is vast, eternity shall be our inheritance. 
If I could only hold that fast as the helm in this 
troublous sea of life! Good-night, dear Joseph, to- 
morrow is the day of our Lord's resurrection; my heart 
rejoices that He is risen, that He is living, that He is 
my Lord and Saviour; in this joy shall it be strong, 
nry strong, and celebrate a very joyous Easter-feaat. 

TDMdH; afUr Eular, April lit. 

The mannscript shall come to an end at last Ton 
■hall have enough this time. Your eomplainta over 
my ralence shall be turned into sighs over my tedioua- 
nesa. Ton shall spend the Easter-day with me for 
once, and see at the same time that Chriatian has no 
reasoQ for bis fears. I snubbed him pretty severely 
lately. He tbonght that from love to Rose, I should 
go with the world as much as I could justify. He at- 
ttibated it to my loving and considerate nature: yet I 
Qaderetand he ma^ use aa a reason foT it ^^fioiA. (^ 
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strength of pnrpOse" and so on. I bade him leave 
in peace and' to my own coCBcience. If I never do"] 
great deeds I will love the Lord and do what this It 
impels me to dn. I will be faithful in the little; I' 
will acknowledge Him before men, and praise Him"^ 
and esalt Him openly.' Yea, that I will do in Bis' 
Btrength, which ia mighty in the weak. OhriBtian 
must not reijaire me to do it in his way, he must 
leave me to my own way. Now he Las given me the 
very amiable promise to leave me to the Lord, and wb 
are very good frienda. The first day of the festiv^- 
wss a very bright spring-day, a true Easter-day. 
Long before church I walked up and down in the' 
garden -parlour. I heard the beUs ringing for the third 
time, and looked far up into the blue sky. I thefl 
conducted my dear mother to the church; the servauta' 
followed us in holyday clothes. Christian preached on- 
the resurrection. As he followed the mighty impulse' 
of the spring, new and fresh life arose in his whole' 
being: the congregation was so attentive: stirely Chris''' 
tian had prayed to 'the Lord before he went- into the' 
pulpit. We all felt his power. After the service I 
stood in the church-yard and looked at the Eamern 
people ■^O are VCr^- defer to'me. Nhl it is not ao bad 
a3 Christian ' tMnksi I looked there into manya peace- 
ful ftic6', into many a brfglit eye. Oh I feel snch "»■ 
rush of Iov6" towards them. I reproached myself that 
I had ubtgOt liearef to tliera, bnt, with the'Lord's 
help, I'will bfecome a faithful Landlord, take care of 
their spiritual abd bodily weal, bo that I may give an 
account to the liotA some day of my stewardship, and 
may bring to HtiA' many faithful souls, ahd' say te 
Him, Lord' heiti «lre we whom Thou hadst appointed' 



to go on the pilgrimage together; — here are thoaft 
whom TBcra bast placed under my protection. — A 
troop of children looked smningly at me — they were 
my friends of the winter. I shook hands with them — 
the little girls conrtesied, the hoya took off their caps 
and the mothers were delighted at our friendship. I 
have not tronhled myself about them for the last few 
weelfB. I have constantly gone thoughtlessly through the 
yard — hut it shall be different. Klaus went, beaming with 
joy, with Elizabeth and Mrs. Braunsen to the little 
honae-in the churdi-yard comer. Tou faithful people 
will be happy yet; only have a little patience. After 
all the church-goers had dispersed, I went into the 
parsonage. I found CiiriBtian and Netty in the 
garden, they were standing before a peach-tree in blos- 
som, they wished to count the buds in order to eal- 
cnlate the crop. I helped them, but it did not succeed. 
Afterwards I hid a basket full of painted eggs for 
little Joachie, 

The boy has come too short lately; he was doubly 
affectionate' and grateful for the time that I bestowed 
upon him. That was Easter morning, dear Joseph. 
ThM' we drove to Olahausen. It was strange to my 
mind to he suddenly in a company where nothing ia 
to beobfierted orEaater. A great part of the neigh- 
bonrhbod wa« assembled with holyday clothes and 
cheerful faces. But how waa it in their hearts? 
Silence! dear Joseph, I cannot enter into it when faith- 
ful Christians complain so much of the scorn, the 
mockery, and the contempt of the world and, so to 
ke a martyrdom of their faith. It affects me 
L quits a different way — it is elevating to me: I 
fed » joyfhlneeS and ' ' 
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trash and this misery: so that I must be on mj gnard, 
that in my own great happiness, I am not forgetful of 
others as brethren. My mother knows me in this re- 
spect, and in my joyfnl Easter mood, foreboded danger 
for the company: and as she always expresses herself 
in few words she said^ ^^Dear Joachim! nothing agrees 
better with great joyfalness and confidence, than 
hmnility and quietness. With joyfalness and con- 
fidence, and with humility and quietness, a Christian 
should enter into worldly company.'* I could see 
that veiy well, but it could put no fetters on my 
overjoy. 

I mixed at once with the young people, and acted 
as if I belonged to them. To entertain half a dozen 
young girls, and to take the conversation out of the 
mouth of as many young men is not difficult Cousin 
Alfred attempted to introduce me to the people as ^^the 
serious cousin," and so far things go on very satis- 
factorily in my presence. To introduce some originality 
into the conversation, and to bring it out of its old 
ruts is necessaiy in such company. They consider my 
openness as irony. I can express my meaning to them 
in that way, and if it comes naturally to be serious, 
that certainly happens too. 

Uncle gave me a place near a young lady of the 
neighbourhood, the most beautiM and clever, accord- 
ing to the universal opinion; it was considered per- 
haps a place of honour. Kose with two high mountains 
of hair on her white forehead, sat at Count Stadlein's 
side, obliquely opposite to us, so we were divided in 
conversation. A more shallow superficialness than in 
such a clever lady can scarcely be thought of. She 
appeared to wish to impress me and went thoroughly 
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into it, bat, with some skilful evolationa, I got the 
conversation again on m;^ side. I represented to her 
a yoong lady according to my ideal, and that of a 
sensible man. Pious and humble, not vain, either in 
dress or in conversation, induBtrions, demure, charitable, 
loving and gentle; in everything — the foundation for 
a quiet loving wife. My clever neighbour with groat 
adroitness, drew for me the ideal of a young man, and 
I mast say it was a true German knightly yonth, 
adorned with all the virtues. "Whence is it," said she, 
"that there are not more of such ideal characters?'' I 
answered "because the fear of God is wanting." She 
looked at me with a puzzled look, but I wished to show 
that I was in earnest and went into the thick of the 
fire. I described a man without the fear of God - — 
how he remains unreliable, childish, and empty in all 
his relations, what airs he can give himself. 

She interrupted me after a short time and said with 
great self-complacency — "I know your views upon 
that, and do not share them. Besides so-called p' 
people are very much inclined to consider godless, 
people who are not like themselves, but they do not 
know what we cherish in the heart." "By their fruits 
ye shall know them," was my reply. "No," said she 
eagerly, "what fills our heart is often too high and sacred 
for ns to bring it into the market of life. I reverence 
our religion also. It is noble and lofty; but always to 
i^ply its teachings to common life, and to carry them 
out, is impossible. Circumstances are often too weighty, 
the demands of our vocation too distracting; a fanatic 
often does not see it, but every q^uiet practical i 
sees it" Those near us had, by degrees, turned their 
attention to our conversation. Bose and Count Stadlein 
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too, though silently. The discffone of my wTiif yonng 
lady g;Mi!«d f^reat applsase on ^ aidee; ber Tiem 
were repeated in different forms. When the Btorm was 
orer the fanatic began a^ain. "You think thns; yon 
recognize the iublimity of our religion, yon feel its 
aacredneBfl at yonr heart. When the Lord s^^ 'I «m 
the Almighty Grod, I have created you, I support you; 
life and death, happiness and unhappiness He in My 
hand' — then recognize that. If He says farther: 
'Walk before Me and he perfect' — then will you 
grant that He has a right to demand this? It is how- 
eror too sublime, too holy, you onght not to let H be 
seen before the world. 'Therefore you do not wait as 
the Lord requires, but as circumstances and the world 
reqirire." My neighbnni said proudly: "I am not afraid 
of your showing us our inconsistencies: I believe all 
here are taking pains to be jnat and brave." "Yes," 
I answered quietly, "in the sense of the world which 
requires little — not in that which the Lord requires. 
If the world reverenced His holy word at its heaj^, 
the Ten commandments would surely lie at its heart 
as the simplest and most comprehensible part of His 
word. How could yon call yourselves brave and just 
when you daily tread these commandments under foot? 
I will not eiplain in detail how society despises these 
commandments, it does not deny it, and even esenses 
itself that, from circumstances, it is not able to follow 
them. But what would you do with a servant who 
speaks thus? — I have a very good master, I owe him 
much, I revere him also in my heart, but I must not 
let it be seen by my felIow.8erTantB; it is not the 
«nstom amongst ns — they do not respect the com- 
manAa of the master, they scoff at this service and do 
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'wliat sceniB good to tbem, and I muBt jmn with them? 
Too would Btty that is a foolish and gmpudetit speech, 
and "would aoout the servant and his fellow>«ervant8 
from the bouse. No, a sorvant -who bvea kia magter, 
who is not in lea^e with his fues, ojjposos iLimBetf to 
tbem, ev«n if it is the oustom of a great oommimity to 
follow them." "But our I/ord is onr dear Father also," 
interposed la^ neighbour Uiss Haineggcn ugaia, "Wlio 
lu^kat allowance for His children. We know well we 
are not perfect — we all hare our faults." I replied, "a 
fatlisr ' makes allowaitee £er liis children who lore hun 
and who are striving is that Ioto to do his wOl; and 
n^o, when they fail from weakness, ask their father's 
forgiveness. But children who break loose from tkeir 
father and aay we could not do wliat he desires — 
that might be iit for the old times, but not for us, we 
are too wise for it, we must act acoording to circnm' 
■taseea, we tavat enjoy our youth, — and BOch4&e 
eicuses as are heard from disobedient childreni for 
sneli children, a wise father will make no aUowanAe — 
he "will not receive them until they are sorry for their 
■ina and re{)eut. And so with our HeaTOnly Fat^r. 
He is true and is a strong and jealoni Gk>d. He will 
bring His disobedient and unrepentant children to -ac- 
count When His grace has ^ven ua our time, the 
hoar of judgment vriil strike for ns all, and then the 
empty excuses will bo dumb with which the worid 
alternately ccnaforts itself and brings itself to deitrac- 
lion," They wished to reply to ma again, but I here 
broke off the oonveriation. "You are too wise," I 

LBKid, "not to see that I am right, but I will ju^e no 
nun. Every one may examine himself, how he standa 
witli hia Heavcaly ITathfir." Do not inUi^^,, &>as. 




Joseph, that I hope to convert people by snch c 
sations, but by them a stone may be tlffown at every 
conscience, which vonld tonch it at a seasonable moment, 
and if only we, once and again, throw snch a stone 
into the life of socie^ — the Lord can speed it Bnt 
it should not be so hard to ns to do missionary work 
among men of the world. We must only do it in con- 
fidence and in the name of the Lord. For though the 
world has intrenched and palisaded itself, as also it 
casts aronnd it opinions and mockeries and trifling: — 
its bulwarks are mere honses of cards, and its fire 
mere glittering eky-rocketa: and if one goes bravely 
against it, illusion and deceit disappear, and the world 
stands there in all its wretchedness. But especially it 
ought not to be hard to na men to lead the young 
girls: — they allow themselves so willingly to be rnled 
by men, and only take the rule on themselves, be- 
cause there are so few men, but only foolish yonng 
fellows. 

My clever neighhonr confessed very naiVely "We 
are articles of fashion. You know the omnipotence of 
fashion. We must conform ourselves to it If your 
ideals come into fashion, most girls will direct them- 
selves accordingly; but until men show another taste, 
the education of girls will remain the same." I advised 
her, since ladies had succeeded so far in the work of 
emancipation, to force a better taste on men. I com- 
bined with it a description of a yonng man of the 
world repulsive enongh, but my neighbour entered 
into it, and even helped where my memory failed, in 
a very clever way. I must confess that my description 
of a man of the world was entirely founded on Count 
eiu, but I say to myself now for my com- 
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fort that I certainly had not the enorgy to let him 
observe it 

When our conversation, from the sportive and al- 
legorical, had pasBed to eimple earnest, timidity in 
speaking of aariouB things was Boon overcome, and 
every one acted aa though there were nothing more on 
his heart than the fear of God, If however there is 
mnch self-deception in such conversations, yet the 
world and worldly pleaanre suffer less thereby: and at 
the same time one gets glimpses into the hearts of 
men, and can confidently hope that many a word falls 
on to good ground. As we were walking in the garden 
after dinner, Miss Haineggen came up to me again, in 
order to continue onr eerioua conversation. The thought 
that a reorganization of men could proceed from 
women, seemed to have struck her, "but how is it to be 
hegnn?" asked she. "Make a beginning," I said to her, 
"to-day, — this moment. Show that yon take no plea- 
sure in follies and worthlessness. Let your own 
character and employment be something different, and 
have the courage to acknowledge it before the world. 
There is not much courage in it, for the world is 
cowardly. But before you try to make anything of 
other people, you must be something different yonrself 
Your own heart ronst first be filled with the fear of 
God, the love of God, and the word of God. You must 
become a humble child of God yourself." "I will fol- 
low your advice, and read the Holy Scripture," said 
she rather condescendingly, hut I was delighted at 
this decision. "Butnever read," I said, "without praying 
first Pray that the Lord woidd enlighten your heart 
to nnderetand His sacred mysteries ; for they are hid- 
den from the wiae of this world, and only revealed to 
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the diildren of God. Yon know what is involved m 

being a child of God — yon know not what you might 
becorne. No tme can teach it yon; it will be learned 
and experienced. No one is brought to faith by per- 
suasion, it is a gift of grace, for which we raust pray 
and wrestle. Thcrrfore pray ind search the Gospel, 
and then theiLoi'd will, do His part. He says — 'Aak, 
-and it shall be given you. Beheve and yon shall be 
blessed'""! will try to convince myself of the truth 
«t' your- words," said the young lady ajid left: me. She 
certainly was in earnest in what she said. 

When afterwards Alfred with his friends reassumed 
the old tone of jesting and teasing and frivolity, and 
niade propositiouB of pleaaufe for the rest of the day, 
she opposed him, and advised him to try whether to- 
day wo could not get on without dancing and acting. 
MisB Sophie Sommer — the very amiable govemMB in 
the Uagen family, was her ally and we resolved to 
pass the evening in music and reading. I read to 
them from the life of Anna Lavater — tjaits of ber 
youth — the description of her .quiet life in the house 
of her parents, — and afterwafds .her engagement to 
LavKter. It was a eoaiable. evening: the young girls 
eat on foot-stools and £eats, several yonng men also 
stayed. Miss Haineggen "Wg songs from Goethe, and 
from. Lonisa Eeichardt Kose's hymn "Now all the 
woods, are sleeping" made the conclusion I do not 
know why, I am still often anxious when I think of 
Rose, On Friday she took leave of me cheerfully. On 
Runday Count Stadlem was standing by her, s^d she 

B me . her hand in a very embarrasBed w»y. To- 
X stoadi in a lonely place above the lake. I^aaw 

iauaen and the park- plainly in the moonlight. ,My 
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lieart -was heavy and full of longing. I stood a lovf; 
time leaning thonghtfitlly against a birch-tree. Tben 
a gondola appeared below me. I recogniaed tlie voiceB 
of Alfred and Count StaiileiB, and Rose's ringing langli. 
OU how heavy this life became to ray weak heart. 
Yet I know I am foolish, and make myself needless 
care. Now good-night I pray for me, and for those 
dear to me.- 

"Bafo folded by Thy wing.'" 



' - Pear Joseph, 

I only add a few lines to Cliriwtiau's letter. I have 
no time, we are keeping ray dear mother's birthday, — 
1 with no joyous heart I can tell you. They are all 
here from Olahauaen. Uncle's politeness can no longer 
conceal bis hostility to me. 

In a few days he is going with Rose tfl Silesia, (o 
fetch his sister, and to go with her to Wiesbaden. Do 
not think only the parting makes me melancholy. I 
have a decided feeling that Theresa is being led into 
the world, — never to return from it. I eee through 
nncle'a plana. Aunt confided his mind to me. She 
wished to warn me and to put me on my guard, hat it 
i$ not single expresBions which annoy liim ; — my whole 
character is repulsive to him. He lately said to aunt 
Tfitti extreme violence, that my presence was a burden 
to him, — -a thorn at his heart. She must as far as 
possible avoid any meeting with hh. "Why he is here 
to-day, and why specially kind and attentive to my 
mother, I know not, bat fee! that it is ill-will- Rose is 



depieBsed and embfurasaed. Tet what can I write to' 
jou? It is bett«r that yoa ebonld come. Only Bay 
when the carriage sball come. 

The dispnts with Netty whether you shall stay 
with me or with her, ia not yet decided. I hope she 
will |;ive in. God be with you. 

Your 

JoAcaxK. 

Theresa to Sophie. 

Wioibiden, SOlh Jans 18*3. 

DuAB Sophie, 

I have been lying on the sofa and crying all day 
— I do not know why. My heart is bo heavy. I care 
for nothing, and nothing gives me pleasure. Mamma 
is lying upHtairB. She has a headache, and I have no 
one with me because I do not know what I want I 
thought whether it could be home-Bickness, but it ia 
not that. Dear Sophie, I love you very much, and 
love all at Kamem, but I am not home-sick. 

Since I have learned to know the life here, I can 
be happy neither with yon nor at Kamem. Men are 
different, and tastes are different, but papa is quite 
right it ia no sin to live pleasantly. Why has tie 
dear Lord ordered the world thus? He has made rich 
people and has made poor peopla 

The rich people mast spend their money. If we 
do not wear velvet and silk, how can the weavers live 
and the goldsmiths and all the people? If I were with 
you I would diflcusB with you, but I cannot write. 
Dear Sophie, I am so open with you because I know 
you will not hato me for it. You once said to me, the 
more worldly I might be, the more you would pray 
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for me. I love you very much; eveu if I do not 
ahare your fanaticiBiu, I thiuk it very beaatifuL Feople 
here are generally repulsive — tlie young girls too. I 
Lave no ixiend here. Do write to mo irom Kameru. 
I dare not write to aunt, because I am afraid of being 
open, but I love her vory much. Dear Sophie! never 
speak of wbai I confided to yon that evening. I am 
frightened at it. I deceived myself. I am not good 
enough for him. I should not be happy there: the 
life is not fit for me. I was very happy there once. 
Here we live very pleasantly. We have picnics, and 
water-picnics; and I ride every day with papa and the 
gentlemen , on the promenade. Count Stadlein has 
broken in the lovelicBt horso for me, and papa buys 
me everything pretty which I see in the shops and 
wish for. I have already danced a great deal at the 
KuTBaal. Dear Sophie, all that is surely not a sin. I 
do not do anything wicked, and I will take care not 
(o become no repulsive as the young gixla here. They 
talk 80 frivolously and tell stories too. One thing I 
conld sincerely write to aunt, that I keep my promise 
to pray every evening, and if I know nothing else the 
Lord's prayer, or "Safe folded 'neath Thy wing." Dear 
Sophie, I do not know why I am so melancholy: the 
air is very sultry, heavy clouds hang in the sky, thick 
duat lies on the green, everything looks grey. Papa 
is walking up and down with Count Stadleiu on the 
terrace, and everybody seemH disagreeable to me to- 
day. Count Stadlein is very amiable, but ho is not at 
all like people with na: to-day I was afraid of him. I 
liave long tried to find out what I should like. I wish 
it were winter. I would sit at OlshauBcn, in the 
hodpekeeper'a room, and roaat applea. \. 'woMVi Vk{«.^ 
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through the window, into the people's rouiQ ;iiid hear 
old Samuel tell the gToams and the maids of the imr- 
limes, and of all that vest on here then. The people 
are all so well known to me, and I understand them so 
well. Dear Sophiel write to me soon a very long 
letter, hut so that papa cannot read it, Ue sometimei 
breaks open my letters. Bnt do write even if yon are 
aagry with me, and give my love to all the children 
too. I wished to bring some pretty things for them 
with me. 

Your 

Thbbesa. 



Sophie to Theresa. 

Mardorf, Bth July tUSS. 

Dbab Therssa, 

I am delighted that you still lo'^e me, and that 
you think people repulsive there, but the day of tears 
especially delights me. May the Lord send you many 
Buch days of tears; it is surely a gift of grace in order 
to open your eyes, Aa concerns your secret, I will be 
silent and, to be as open »s you have been, I tlduk he 
ia too good for you, and I very much wish he could 
see it himself; and do not doubt he will, when lie hears 
about yon. I will not take the trouble to reproach 
you; the Lord Himself will take you into His school. 
May He do so in right eameetl then you may look 
back on your life with sorrow and repentance, and be- 
moan with true grief of heart tliat you ever trifled with 
which is worth far more than all the foolish 
■nd hurtful illusions, with which they are now seeking 
amuee yoo, — Yes, only to amuse, never to Battsfy 
i; the voice in your conscience will never leave you 



at rest; the Lord grant that I stiH,!! tell you about 
ouTBelveB and Kamem. We are liying lovely summer 
daya. We encamp in meadow and forest. The ohildren 
fire exceedingly delighted and Mr. and Mre, von Hagen 
are kind enough to promote ench eipeditionfl. A few 
days ago Hen- von Kamem waa here with hia mothec 
and bis friend Joseph. The yoang people were wish- 
ing to go to the Shine and Switzerlaod. I hope they 
will not go to Wjesbaden. Frau von Kamern is quiet 
and melancholy. Her son tries in every way to cheer 
her; ha would succeed best in this if he could convince 
her that it is not hard to him to forget a certain 
frivoloas maiden, and if he would soon make another 
choice. If she seefl her son happy, she wiJl willingly 
give up her favourite wish. Pardon mo for expressing 
this so openly. I am convinced you entertain the same 
thougbta about it, and truth always was dear to yon. 
God grant that it may ever remain so. I conclude for 
to-day, I feel aa thongh you knew all that I Would 
My to yon, and that my love and my prayers for you 
remain the satoe. If you write to me again, I should 
be very much delighted. 
lu faithful love 

Your 

BOPBIE SoifHBS. 

liCltcT from Theresa to Sophie. (Not sent.) 

Wlesbfldon, mb JlIj I8S3. 

Dear Sophie, 

Your letter has made me very melancholy. I am 

home-atok also, oh, if I knew how to begin. If I could 

bnt ask aunt to pardon me I but it is too late. Think 

of it! I am all but engaged to Count Stadlein. People 
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speak of me as a fiancde , and I do not know what I 
wish. Ohl if I could only be as happy as I used to 
he! Here lies a new hall-dress, and a new ornament 
too. I have no pleasure in putting it on. I have 
been sitting a long time already witb the pen in my 
hand, but I am too eorrowful for writing. Papa koockB 
at the door and drives me to my toilette. I am to be 
presented to a princess to-day. Oh, dear Sophie, do 
yon not believe I shall be happy? Life here is so 
beantifol. If I eonld only forget Kamem. I feel 
always a pang at my heart, when I think of it. Oh! 
if they had agreed a little better there with papa! if 
they had not been too strict! Ah, no! I am not fit 
to bo there, but it makes me sorry 

Joseph to his brother Christiiaii. 

Deag Christiak, 

I cannot send yon the promised letter from Wies- 
baden. We were only a few hours in that repulsive 
nest, but there was no need of longer time to see how 
matters are going, they are worse than I had believed. 
Joachim mast give np his love. He has long had the 
foreboding or rather certainty of his misfortune, but I 
believed it waa only the fcarfulness of a weak heart. 
Wheu I wished to calm him yesterday, he said, "I 
know certainly that it is the will of the Lord, and that 
it must happen. I have loved her too passionately." 
"Oh, dear Joachim! the Lord permits us such youthful 
love." He so richly adorns the life of His children. 

But Joachim persisted in his gloomy decision. We 
came in the twilight to Wiesbaden. We heard it waa 
a dancing evening. We knew where we had to find 
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our people. We went along, by the high brightly 
lighted honsea of the promenade, to the Kuraaal, s, 
place which looks very bright and magnificent We 
went into the ante-room and soon saw and heard 
eaongh. Joachim soon wont away, hut I wished to in- 
form myself more closely. As I am quite unknown to 
the Olshansen gentlemen, I could more easily lose my- 
self among the multitnde. Theresa is the queen of 
society through her beauty and strikingly simple be- 
haviour, 80 an old gentleman told me; she would be 
able to make splendid matches if, as is here supposed, 
she were not the betrothed of Count Stadlein. And 
Count Stadlein acts as if he already were so. Theresa 
appears fully in bis power. He does not go from her 
side, and takes upon himself the rights of a protector 
and gnide. Wliy should I describe details? I have 
DO pleasure in it. It is sickening to me. In short 
Theresa is taken captive and dazzled by the world — 
A child which among so many glories has forgotten the 
loving voice of the mother. It could not be otherwise. 
The image of the Kursaal in Wiesbaden, the life, the 
restless activity, the singing and ringing, stand in my 
lieart as a true image of the working of the prince of this 
world in the soul. I found Joachim in the Kurgartea, 
going up and down by the pond — his heart is heavy. 
He has little spirit for Switzerland, would rather go 
home, yet I hope by the Lord's help he will gain 
strength from the jonmey. We travelled here in the 
night. No one is to know that we have been at Wies- 
baden. As we were going homo by the Kursaal to- 
wards midnight, all was quiet in the dancing-halL We 
looked through the windows into the gambling- hall, 
it was qniet there too-, but pale faces were sitting at 
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0x6 green table, Alfred and Count Sladlein arnon^ 
them. Tbat ia the last duagrcehblo improssioa wMcb 
I have of both. I will soon write again, I can »y 
no more to-da;. 

Tour faithful brother 
Joseph. 

Beveral Ictteri of Joacliim von Kamem, which he 
wrotfi to his mother, on the journey to the Khiae 
BwJtSeriand, wbicli he made with his friend Joseph id 
the BTimmer of 1823, are here omitU'd. They am 
copious descriptions of travel, under wliich he soul"' 
to conceal the siate of his heart from his anaious 
mother. The following is again from 



Deak Jogefh, 
Yon are quite right. Youthful happinesB and youtJir. 
fol pleasure are over, but something better for ub re- 
mains. My heATt can even be hopeful at times. I 
say at times; when the memory of tlie spring comw 
over it, all its wings become weary. It is incoia^ 
prehensible that Rose can be betrothed to him. She Is 
unhappy too, people say. But what of that kind is too 
incredible to happen in the w^orld? It is considered 
impossible, but yet it happens. Rose was too madt 
flattered by the world at Wiesbaden. She eould not 
withstand so many enticements. Yet she has the swoTtl 
in her heart, that, perhaps, is (he unhappinesg of which' 
people speak. For some days the betrothed pair haT6 
been at Olshaosen. I am thinking of congratuladnf 
them. I am peaceful, very peaceful at the thoughti 
I have fought, but always with a presentiment of victory. 
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"la it harder to be a duiatian in LappineBS or nn- 
bappiueBS?" I asked in the spriug and thought iu 
happineas; bat no, the Lord lore* mOEt to be with tbo 
most sorrowful. Now I often have such blisBfnl boura 
as never before, and have never eiperienced auch 
atreagthening answers to prayer ae at tliis time. And 
BO I will heartily pray tbe Lord that He will make me 
strong, that He will make me forget earthly sorrow. 
Oh! in love to Him, my dear faithful Lord, everything 
is alike to me; Bometimes such a feeling of love over- 
flows me thai I could sing aloud — the world lies be- 
hind me — heaven is won. Iu such a state of mind I 
know tbe Lord will help me to meet tbe betrothed 
pair; in snch a state of mind I shall approach Count 
Stadlein. and greet him as a consin. I wilt speak to 
Rose of my blessings on her and prayers for ber. I 
will direct her once more to the true Helper, Who may 
give ber stj-engtb to withstand the world and to win 
peace. And then it shall be aW at an end, and I will 
begin to liv« with the good people at Kamem. It ia 
a year since I came hero with like plans; with Qod'a 
help I will be more faithful now. My mother is re- 
joiced at my vigour. Her grief at the matter causes 
me great sorrow, and I conceal from her when my bark 
IB ready to sink. I feel lo very much that man's con- 
solation can do very little for us; it is the strength of 
the Lord, — the blessed mystery of love to Him, which 
fills and touches our heart, which makes it young, so 
that it can mount up Uke the eagle. Dear Joseph ! 
tbe time will soon come when my wings shall no more 
be weary, and then you will have joy in me again. 
Now for the present have a little patience with me. 
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EronLug. 

I bave been a loDg walk, dear Josepb. I have 
been sitting under the beeches, — the conntry beneath 
me \a.y in an almost snmmer-haze. I pii^ked a nose- 
gay of scahions and wild pinks for myBelf, and other 
light fresb monn tain-flowers. I gazed closely at ii; 
and fonnd the Lord there, and lifted op my heart fnU 
of love to Him; I lay down on the flowery heath. 
Bees were hnmming around me, gay butterflies were 
floating towards the sky. It was very qttiet and lonely 
around mo, and from helow, from the lane, sounded 
the far-off rattling of a carriage, and the monotonous 
gee — gee of the driver. I lay there a long time, I 
thought of onr summer journey; how the sky is spread 
far ahove the earth, and far ahove tho splendour and 
loveliness which the Lord has displayed upon it; of the 
shining glaciers; of the quiet meadow- valleys; of the 
glorious sea, of all the people who wander over it in 
sorrow and joy and pleasure and tribulation. Ohl it 
is wonderful, very wonderful; who conld ever think it 
out — the miracle of our life? No, not think of it 
Reason is too weak. But we can love — love intensely; 
love is strong, it comprehends all, soars far ahove the 
earth, penetrates into heaven — rests at the feet of the 
Lord. Ah, well! I would gladly have only a little 
space at the feet of the Lord-— that is blessedness 
enough. So my heart this evening is full of peace. 
I was still lying under the beech-trees, when I heard 
the nnder-wood. I raised myself np; it was 
ee who stepped from the shade. She started. 1 
ed at her very calmly. She came suddenly to me, 
id my band and said weeping, "Joachim, pardon 
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very unhappy, but I cannot do otherwiae." 
"The Lord help yon," I answered gravely, "and may 

He only always let yon feel your unhappiness." Ah, 
Joseph, how those cruel words grieved my tender heart 
afterwards I I love her still with all the paaBion of 
this weak heart; I would gladly see her happy, but ou 
that very account, I could not help wishing that she 
should feel Ler misery. I left the place, I heard loud 
voices in the wood. Eose was leaning against a beech- 
tree, and was covering her face with both hands. Count 
Stadlein, Alfred and others came to her. I went with- 
out looking round any more. OhI how far the spring 
lies behind me, how full of woe my heart isl Lord 
give nae peace. Amen, Amen! yes, it shall be so. 
There is the star of evening; it will behold my peace. 
Farewell, dear Joseph. The Lord be with yon and 

Your poor friend 

JOACHIU. 



1m this a hymn to sing in the choir above, dear 
Joseph? An evil wind is blowing up nt Olshausen, 
and the father of lies does not show himself quite 
powerless with us. I have now often been up there 
with them; do not think that in my weak wisdom I 
went very boldly among them; much is wanting to me 
yet I should like to get higher — higher and not to 
aee the turmoil at all. 1 see it; I feel it; I feel myself 
in the midst of it; it is often repulsive to ray mind. 
Whatever the world can devise of pleasure and enjoy- 
ment and luxury, is to bo experienced at Olshausen. 
Uncle is in his place there, he acts host, he arranges, 
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lie talks so wisely, acts so cautiously, is ready fen 
everyone, that u a conqueror heaven and earth are 
subject to him. He makes a jest of every pawer except 
his own 'vrisdom. Count Stadlein is pleased at tus 
power, because bis passion tor Bose is still bright and 
fieiy, and he goes on his way in league with Alfred. 
Rose is qniet and embarraBsed with me and with mother, 
however much Connt Btadleiu trios to conceal it with 
noiey mirth. Oh, Joseph, her appearance touches my 
heart! She is £tlU always lovely and child-like; some' 
times she tries to be merry and even careless, but yet 
il seems only a resource. And aunt? She sighs, but 
joins in everything. The splendour which uncle has 
suddenly spread aroutid her, and tbe prospect of seeing 
Kose some day splendidly married, consoles her. So 
they are going with full sails down tbe stream of 
worldly pleasure. That they have taken Kose in tow 
with them, I cannot yet comprehend. I stand on the 
bank, and should like to rescue her. I feel as if I 
must make a violent effort. I cannot comprehend that 
it is the will of tbe Lord, and yet it is He. I wish 
now to turn away my eyes. As I cannot help, I do 
not wish to be going along by the side. It depresses 
me. It distracts me, I cannot pray, I cannot raise my 
thoughts; I have no joy of heart. I cannot live wifli 
the Lord, however mnch I long fur it; and every hour 
so spent is a robbery of Him, Dear Joseph, I must 
conclude this letter, and yet cannot. I must shake the 
dust from my feet — must utter the desolation of my 
Boul. When they were down here, and twice when 
we were up there, I saw Connt Stadlein's uncle. Hen 
Ton Lemmen is an old Austrian soldier of very distin- 
juished appearance. Uncle is specially attentire to 
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him; be ia his nephew's guardian, and uncle seeks 
eagerly to gain him over. The more soloraa and 
qniet the old gentleman ia, the more eloquent is uncle's 
mouth and manner. Beyond the customary forma of 
politeness, I had not spoken to the old gentleman, and 
felt no desire for it. Testerday when all was mirth, 
and I was standing alone by the table in the window, 
the old man came enddenly to me. He took my hand 
with both of his, shook ft heartily, and said, "Dear 
Ifcrr von Karaorn, you seem to me the only sensible 
man here." I could not help laughing. "It almost 
seemed so to mo," I said, "but I am very glad to 
know of a better." "Well now, my dear," said he 
Kgain with eagerness, "learn from me, but teach me 
loo," He sat down by me, and opened out his mind. 
It wag ludicrous to me at the moment, for an hour 
before uncle had, with great pains, been describing to 
me and to some good nelg'hhoOTB , his connection with 
Herr von Ivemmen, in a very opposite way. Undo 
told of the magnificent and splendid fiunily alliances; 
how be naed to travel over the estates witii Herr von 
Lemmen and so on; and the old gentleman showed 
me the other side of this picture of life, which is a 
Imly sorrowful and Iiatefal one, when deprived of the 
glitter of illusion. Count Stadlein's father married the 
^Mer of Herr von Ivemmon, — a poor but beautiful 
and giddy girl. They lived in the world; tlieir life 
was foolish, naid the old gentleman and at last unhappy 
too. His sister camo somewhat to her senses, through 
the loBB of several children. She sought retirement; 
poor health made this voluntary retirement into a 
necessity. The husband now lived for his pleasure 
ooij, and ia the worst way — in great 63*,Ta7j».%wawi 



and irregnlarity: — a andden death pnt an end to the 
matter. The lady's brother became guardian and ad- 
ministrator of the estates. He has never sncceeded in 
bringing them into order; — the disorder is too great 
But that is the least part of it, aa\i he with a sigh. 
Herr von Kamem, do you see grey hair on my head? 
That young man is the cause of it He frustrates all 
tite pains which 1 have expended on the estates, — he 
is a greater spendthrift than his father. Spoiled by 
the world and by a weak mother, he is thoroughly 
mined. The lamentation was longer than I can wiite 
here; I could scarcely listen to it. Rose came out of 
the bright noisy room next to us, she looked shyly at 
us and placed herself in a distant arm-chair. Wliat 
the old gentleman had related was only what I had 
foreboded: it could not make my heart heavy. But he 
obtained &om me a promise, iiot to speak of his com- 
munications; I was only to advise him what to do. 
He has made the same communications to Uncle Ola* 
baosen who seems to pay no attention to them; be 
trusts to his administrative talents to order matters 
according to his wishes. The old gentleman is now 
distrustful even of Eose. I was to tell him the truth. 
I did so; I praised Bose, commended her to his heart} 
perhaps, I did so too warmly, she sat in such a con- 
strained way in the arm-chair. Oh, Joseph, my wiagfl 
became weary, ITie old gentleman left us, I remained 
alone; she remained in the arm-chair. I should like 
to have prayed, and was so weary and weak; I was 
foolish enough to think "there she is, — she is near thee, 
u canst see lier: soon she will be far from thee." 
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Kamern, S3i GepUmbec 1SS8. 
BfiAB JOSBPH, 

All ia over at last; — they are gone. The old uncle 
has BometimeB quieted me a little by his friendabip. 
I eaw no one else. We were not at home when they 
took leave. Yesterday I felt driven towards the place 
once more. I went by the lake. It was a beautiful 
autumn day — the wood in autumnal colouring — the 
lake peaceful and clear, — bright sunshine above. 

I heard loud conversation in the park; it came 
nearer; I turned afiide to let the loud company get on 
before me. I looked after them till they vanished in 
the wood — KoBO on the arm of the old uncle. Now 
it ia over; they went away to-day. I have a bad 
headache, the sky is cloudy, many leaves have fallen 
in the night, a damp mist Ilea ou the bright leavea. 
I am very sorrowfol; not on account of the earthly 
sngniBh — I know I shall conquer that. No ! my 
weakness grieves me, I aiu crushed; when I fold my 
hands and look up, I cannot commune with the Lord. 
My head gets worse and worse, 

Good-bye. 

Your 

JoAcmH. 



Db&b JoSliPH, 
Weeks have passed in which I could not write to 
pm; they include a whole life-time to me. I havo 
bocome much older and yet so much younger. I have 
been very iU but with the Lord'a help recovered. To 
be leally well, and to feel it deeply and thankfully, 
flue most have been ill — tossed and shaken, as •iiji.^'^ 
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brink of the grave. I thank the Lori for this illneBS. 
When I look hack on the past, on my whole life, and 
ospeciaUy on this last year, He has very much to 
pardon me. I have much cause to thank Him, to love 
Him ahundantly. Yet I ■will not look back,— -that ia 
settled with my dear Lord, — I will look forward. I 
heg;iii a new life with this season of Advent — with 
this New Tear of the Church. For a week I have be- 
^n to go out; the air is so mild, the sky so beantifiil; 
but I do not go my old favourite walks — they have 
seeu my weakness, my misery, they would make me 
sad. The peaceful feeling of reconciliation has not 
yet penetrated so deeply; but it will do so, and my 
dear home will again belong to me in all its loveliness. 
To-day about noon I was walking, as I so often do, 
in the yard along hy the bams. The sun was warm, 
the monotonous heat of the Sail sonnded so familiar; 
I spoke a word with the thrashers or with the children 
who play in the straw before the doors. I am glad 
now to seek people's company, because I have neglected 
them. I am touched that they show such great joy 
to-day at my recovery, when I have done so little to 
deserve their love. With the Lord's help, I will now 
be a kind and fatherly master to them, I will take 
some trouble myself about them. One old thrasher 
said to me, "the eye of the master sees more than 
twenty eyes of bailiffs; and the love of the master does 
more than a stem word." 1 have also great pleasure 
now in the household; I am so fond of activity, and 
phonld like to understand everything. The steward i« 
going at Easter, that I may have no one between mc 
and the people. Our connection will come to a veiy 
natural end, he is going to Lnbbendorf, a little estate 
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three boon journey from here, which I bought utd 
which he will maoage for ma. He is to take the inn- 
keeper's Dora ai his wife. I shall often go there; and, 
in the sammer, mother will go, and the people from 
the paraonage. Lubbendorf is ia a, lonely Bituation by 
the eea; we shall have sea-bathing there. So we are 
making BiUTtiner-ptana and sit together almost every day 
in a confidential circle. That my recovery ehould 
happen at the time of Advent, at the time of year 
vhich is dearest to mo, heigbtena my feeling of health 
uid enjoyment fiesides I have also got a spiritual 
duty for this aeasou. I am president of our reading- 
cvenings, which wo have instituted aa a celebration of 
Advent. Poor Christian has been for some time tor- 
menbad by a violmt cough. Ue is glad to confine 
himself now to neceMaty speaking. My offico gives 
mc great pleasure. When I return from my quiet 
nalks, I study the fiible and h3'mn-bookB and books 
of devotion, in order to bring together suitable subjeets, 
uul ta give some inner qoherence to our celebration, 
i enjoy the whole evening, for if we do not have a 
longer service every evening, we never conclude it 
without a shorter time of devotion. I mean to con- 
tinue that, the rest of the year, and for my whole life. 
Wbat can I do better than build at the kingdom of the 
LordP At this time I have even thought I sbonld like 
to be a pastor and preacher — it is the most beantifnl 
and imared vocation — to preach the goxpel, and so to 
IJ™ it oneself, that because the beaut it full, the mouth 
nrerflows. Oh! if our heart is so fuU of rich Lore, our 
Voids must icmnd lovingly to otiiers; and only tha 
overflowing of our own heart can set other hearts in 
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I should like, with the Lord's help, to be il 

true pastor. I ehould like often to be alone with my* 
self and the Lord, and to be gathering, constantly 
gathering, and only to give when I myself can contain 
no more. May not a. danger lie in too great zeal, ia 
always wishing to give and to do? We often tax ovs 
treasorea too much in that way, and the words sound 
from an empty heart at last, and then we are soriy 
that, with the beat zeal, and the truest love for the 
Lord, we see bo few ftnifs of our labour. Dear Joaepfa,' , 
I mnst confess I think it ia rather so with our GhriEtiaw 
Hia zeal to do aomething in hia calling ia great; hfri 
scarcely gives any time to himself. He would like t9 
servo the Lord with every minute of his life, but he il 
easily cast down if he does not see an advance ia hil 
building; and this state of mind hinders its growthi 
Pardon me that I, a poor layman, make hold to find 
fault with you; the calling may be sacred hut difficnlt 
too, who knows how it would he with me? So I will 
confine myself humbly to my station and calling, anA' 
only pray for the faithful curates, — pray for the faithi' 
ful Chriatian, that the Lord would richly fill hb heart 
with the Bweetnesa of the gospel; that he, &om hb own, 
joyfulneaa, from hia own peace, may fill our heartf ! 
with consolation and joy. I ehall not be able to hel]^ < 
encroaching a little on hia office. I mnst be able toi 
preach a very little aometimes, to feed my fiock, whidU i 
the Lord has committed to me, in my own honae axtA. 
farm. OhI I shall not be able to omit, ever moii.< 
distinctly to acknowledge my Lord, to aing more joy* ,j 
folly to Him, to honour and to praise Him. > | 
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And «f m; beart from da/ lu 
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And now enough for to-day, my dear JoBsph; I 
already hear little Joaohie trotting up the steps. Even 
oQi Httle commnnity is to he called delightful, and I 
lave often felt compaasion for those people who could 
not have the pleasnTQ of heing in our company ! Joachie 
hss naturally a seat and a voice there, especially ia 
ihe social part of the'evening. When we read he playa 
with aand on his little table, or Bometliing else which 
ny mother has thoughtfully provided. 'When the 
■aiilrinan makes his eyes heavy, I take him and put 
Inst to bed on the soft corner of the sofa and there, 
ao to speak, he snores his little part. I believe this is 
not quite the orthodox treatment of children; butNetty 
a kind enough to yield to circumstances, because she 
sees the boy is indispensable to as. Without him one 
diief element would he wanting in our circle, but 
eapecially to me. Christian with his vivacity is na- 
toraUy always the chief person, if Netty with her 
" ^ native wit does not get the start of him. My 
r IB more for hearing than talking; yet there is 
Br in her silence, the influence of which we all 

Few words only are needed from her to open a 
bright and melodious fountain. I do not exactly know 
I thit I do in the company myaelf, but I o&e^ ?««\ a, 
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great need of satisfying mj fevonrite tnclinations in 
partnership with little Joachie. Perhaps it ia a mattw 
of convenience? But when I can no longer follow 
Christian's Bptritnal flighlB, and my mother's thonght- 
fiil reflections, I walk about in the harmless world of 
childhood. Therefore I am the boy'g favourite. He is 
already standing at my knee and asking what I am 
writing. "To Uncle Joseph — shall I send your love 
to him?" Tes and Joachie could go now into the dark 
room; only it must be a little bit bright. The little 
rascall He wishes to say something laudable of him- 
self, bat one sees that it is in reality so with the old 
one. It is often the same with ns bigger people. I 
forgive him that also. i 

God be with yoH. 

JoACHm. 



Dkar Jobbpr, 

It is still very early and it in very quiet; the bright 
moonlight lies on the landscape, on the church, and 
the lime-trees, and the little parsonage. The belle have 
been ringing the whole hour from four to five : that is 
a beaotifiil custom, the festive peal in the bright 
moontight-night. I woke and celebrated Christmas 
with all my soul. I saw the star shining over little 
Bethlehem — the angels were ainging "Glory to God 
tn the highest — peace on earth and good wiU to 
men." 

I wont with the shepherds info (he lowly hut — to 
the cliild, Who lay there in the gloiy of His heavenly 
dignity. I looked into His bright eyes, — kissed Hm 
hauda ntxA His feet. My heart is full of joy. Tha 
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ugels could not lava anoounccd the mesHage more blisi- 
{oily than taj heart is bow filled with it, and wonld 
cry to the whole world, "Behold I bring you gUd tid- 
ings of great joy." I could siug I knnw not what — 
quite a new song, much more hBavenly and glorioui^ 
than all songa. The tone of love therein would Rurely 
roQse the whole world, rnuae it that it ahowld come to 
ths littls Ohild, ajid should beliold in faith this miracle 
of Iota 
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I have made a vow to-day. I will ring a song irf 
love to the Lord — not a new one. I poor umpleton 
bare » clumsy tongue: — no, my wliole life shall bo 
this song; love shall flhine from my eyes, shall speak 
&om my whole being. To Him, to that lovely Child, 
to the great Saviour, to tbe mighty Kjng, my life b&t 
longa. He will grant me a child-like Bpirit — a king^ 
like spirit. Yea, I will regard myself highly and as & 
king: — all that belongs to this poor world here is be- 
neath my dignity; earthly joya are for me a mere play 
of ahadowB; the world's hononr and renown mere chil- 
dishness-, the caree of the earth too small, and to bear 
them ia not fit for me: their grief, their woe, their 
pangs, at the highest, only wet my feet like waves 
upon the aea-shoro. 1 only share all with my King — 
His joy, His honour and renown are mine: offline 
are also His pangs — His anxiety for my soul's salva- 
tion. His tears in Gethsemane, His death-agony on the 
cross. What is life here? With the Lord Jesas Christ, 
it is joy, peace, blessedness. 

It is fleeling, it ia abort, the daya fly away, the 
forms around onr path of life, whicli quickly change, 
may disturb and distract ne, may take rest and oneness 
from onr life; but onr gaze goes on before: we have 
only the one Heavenly Image before our eyes. It 
shells snch a bright peaccfal light over our path, that 
the gay entanglement around us flies away, like an 
image of the mist. What ia life withont the Lord 
Jeana Chriat? Nothing! worse than nothing — it is 
death. 

Behind every pleaanre and joy, — death is beckon- 
ing; behind the highest honoors, — death is Btasding; 
behind riches and enjoyment of every kind — death is 
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tbreatening: flo it goes on from one day to another 
and Bwoftly to tte end; and when thna a 
worldly life has distracted and befooled us, fettered the 
suul and paralysed it, death appears to it like an 
image of terror, until struggUng, it becomes his prey. 
''Pause and hethink yoiirselvesl" I would cry to the 
world. I would suddenly put a lock before the stream. 
Look around youl see your misery! Oh such pictures 
as these do not belong to the joy of Christmas, dear 
Joseph, and besides they do not suit my weak powers. 
1 would rather be a preacher of life, tlian a preacher 
of death. I should like to epeak only of love, and to 
animate hearts with the wonder-working power of love. 
Yes rejoice, rejoice you weak children, you poor sin- 
nerfl, the Saviour is bom, and "Glory he to God in 
the highest, peace on earth and goodwill to men." 
Amen. This shall be my early ChriBtmaB greeting. I 
have arranged everything for morning worship; but all 
is still ^uiet in the house. I can still talk to you. 
Last year you were with ub, and our house was very 
lively. This year it is quieter; only Aunt Emma is 
here. Uncle is staying with Alfred, and Theresa at 
Vienna for the winter. Aunt is very weak, suffers 
from nervous headache, and is obliged almost every 
week to sit, for two days, in a dark room; and in the 
outward darkness light is dawning in her souL £llisa- 
beth ia her faithful nurse. 

Yea, aunt comes nearer and nearer to ua; and 
yesterday, with joy and emotion took part in our 
festival. But who elae took a very joyful part? who 
but dear little Joachiel When it was dark yeaterday 
evening I took him in my arma, wrapped him warmly 
in my cloak, and so went to the churchyard, over the 
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Uup snow. Then th.e little angels sang ^om tha 
tower. Our choir-maBter has not trained hia choir in 
tlLe best possible way, bat it soimdB so beautiful com- 
ing down from the bright stany sky; and my little 
Joacbie looked devoutly np witli folded hands. I am 
very fond of the boy. When he raises his dark lashes, 
and looks at roe with hia bright starry eyea, when he 
strokes the hair from his forehead, and holds my head 
with both hands, he is irresistible, and it goes to my 
heart, and I think the Lord has given this child to be 
near thee, that it should in part belong to thee. Tes, 
I will help to bring up Joaohie. To spoil him, you 
asy laughing! Oh no, I will discover the true wisdom. 
Now I am only beginning to sing before him my 
favourite song. I did so yesterday, under the lighted 
ChristmaB-tiree and beside the beloved manger. There 
were a number of children and widows at the festival, 
W well as Joaohie. We sang; I read the gospel; and 
wiien the strangers were gone I played with the boy; 
and whan he liad played till he was tired I put hhn 
warmly to bed, in the comer <jf the sofa. Poor Ohns-- 
tian still suflera very much vrith his oough; be^des the 
many festival services are a toil to him. Nottj i<t 
anxious about him; she tried also to find a sabstitate, 
hut there is no clerical student to be found in tha 
whoQa country, to whom Christian could give np his 
place in the pulpit. Klaus has just been in and 
brought me my cool refreshing morning draught He 
wished ma a joyful and happy festival. Yes, Klaus, I 
■aid, the joy most extend to the next festival, and so 
from one Christmas to another, and that I wish toe 
yon also. I asked him what present the holy Jesu 
bad given to him P Youhavegivevnethebestpreeeot^ln 
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laid. I gsre him the permission to marry Elizabeth 
at Eaater. I have raiaed his wages, and he ia to live 
in the gardener's hoaee. Tfaero vu great rejoicing 
yesterday at the little house in the churchyard comer. 
He told me of the thingn which he had got there; hut 
a little chest with a drawer, which Elisabeth gave him, 
eipecially delighted him. Elisabeth and her mother 
are both richly endowed by the Lord. Klaua also be- 
longs to Him, but leas is entrusted to liim, and bo less 
will be required. Now my mother's bell ia ringing, 
and the house becoming more lively. At noon the 
Hageas arc coming from Mardorf. The excellent 
Rovemesa is paving the way for the Lord there also. 
We have spent happy days there and here with each 
other. We try to be very sociable here in Kamern, 
and not without success. 

The Hagen house is a great favourite of mine be- 
oaoee of the many children. Is the first place I am still 
vary fmid of play, and secondly Joachie must have inter- 
oonise -with chiidren. We (rften let him be with the 
viOoge otildren, but with them he feels himself like a 
kiag and an antocmt. With the Hagen children he 
loams to be compliant; the little girls especially give 
him rauoh need of it. We also often see Miss Hain- 
sggAa thera She is very intimate with Sophie Som- 
taST. Sophia hopes she will turn to the Lord, and it^ 
wtth her spirit and her aativity, she takes pains to 
serve the Lord, as she has hitherto served the world, 
ahb mi^t become a real help in the vineyard of the 
Lord. 

And BOW enough for to-day. I wish you a jnyful 
and hfl^y festival with all my heart. 

Joachim. 
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Dear Joseph, 

Consider Netty's proposal seriously. I say Netty'a: 
Christian's wish is tlie same, bat he does not venture 
to express it so decidedly. The doctor absolutely 
orders rest for the sumnier, and why take a strange 
curate, when you stand so near us? Your consideration 
of giving up your place now, and of being obliged at 
Michaelmas to look out for a new one, I place with the 
consideration that at Michaelmas Joacliie will be in 
his fifth year, and that yun can help me in tLe laudable 
work of teaching him, by and by, his A B C. Besides 
our old choir-master would be glad to give up hit 
Hock to you for the winter, and yon could make your- 
self Bufficieutly naefiil. 80 a year would be provided 
for, and the Lord would provide afterwards. 

Netty is anxious about Christian; his congh sounds 
bad, but the physician says that his lungs are sound. 
Christian is exhausted, and nervously excited and 
fatigued. With the Lord's help, BUmmer rest, and sea 
air, will make him strong again. Otherwise we enjoy 
our quiet life. I enjoy very much that with the dear 
people at Kamem. 'There is great danger to me in 
the desire to undertake Christian's duty, but I do it 
carefully and modestly. I very often visit the school, 
especially st the singing-times: the children learn my 
favourite hymns — indeed singing is my heart's de- 
light. On Sunday morning they serenaded me, and in 
return I had a sweet roll made for each of them for 
Shrove-tuesday. To gain children's hearts is not 
hard, and children become grown-up people, as the 
proverb says. If I can not get on with the old, I will 
set my hope on the young. Twice the j;>eaple from 
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the fann have had penniaaion to take part in our even- 
ing prayers. Many a one of our ytraag choir ia to be 
found there, and there are acarcely enough books for 
the asaembly. Klaua takea great interest in my spiritnal 
duties, aa landlord and master of the hoaae; and doea 
what he has to do in it with great zeal. His heart 
n-aa sorely depressed last time. Elizabeth, who has 
been here since Christmas, to see about her troasseau, 
was deeired by Aunt Emma aa her companion to 
Vienna. Theresa's wedding is to be there the begin- 
ning of March. Aunt would only undertake (he 
joorney on condition that Elizabeth accompanies her, 
and Theresa begged for Elizabeth's presence, as a 
special wedding- treat. Klaua could not be reconciled 
to it. "Vienna ia a long way off," ho said, one has 
never been there in one'a life; besides the people are 
Catholics: who knows what sort of an establishment 

We ought not to let Elizabeth go. At last I ad- 
vised aunt to take bim with her as a male escort: so 
all is arranged; and nest week they will start on their 
journey. 

Klaua Bays, "Vienna is a long way off," dear 
Joseph, yes, indeed, Vienna is a long way off; from me 
too very far, and that ia well. I have always cause to 
pray "Lord, lead me not into temptation," Who knows 
the hidden comers of hia own heart? I commend you 
to God, dear Joseph. 

I end with the beginning of my letter. Consider 
the matter about Christian; but I do not doubt of 
your consent, 

Youf 

JOAOHIU. 
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Letter from Klans Riedem to hiB Master. 

VLenos, sib Uin 

As Elizabeth is writing to her mother, I cannot 
omit to put ia a. few poor words to my dear master. I 
caimot say that they do not respect me; I do not have 
much to do with the people, who do not even rightly 
understand German, and do not know how to speak 
any good Pomeranian. Elizabeth too does not trouble 
herself much about the women; they are, as may be 
said, nnedncated and trifle, and play the bag-pipe all 
day. Onr lady got well through the journey, and has 
had her first headaches here. We celebrated the wed- 
ding yesterday; the evciuug before, there wae much 
singing and music — but nothing for ua. I sat with 
Elisabeth, and took a young groom with me, who 
seems respectable. Elizabeth read us a sermon and 
then we sang. One ia obliged here to be on one's 
guard. When Miss Theresa yesterday was in her 
bride's dress, I peeped through the door. She looked 
like an angel. 

When she saw me, 1 could not help coming into 
the room. The tears stack so in the dear young lady's 
throat, that she could not apeak. Mistress embraced 
her, and said, dear Rose, I did not think that you 
would come into such a strange land. The young 
lady gave ue her hand and said, "Klaus, I don't forget 
my home." I thought I must say something to cheer 
up the two ladies. Dear Miss, I said it is best with 
us; and there is nothing to compare with our yellow 
beans and breasts of geeae. There is some substance 
and so I said something at which they could 

help laughing heartily. Tlio young Count disturbed 
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iiB in our merriment, he ie always going about like the 
foul fien^. In the evening I had a confidential coq- 
versation with the old uncle, who is quite on our side. 
"The outlay goes a little too far," I Siiid. He assented 
to that, and praised my master at Kamem as the most 
aen8ible man. 

Why should the husband have carriages and horses 
and the wife carriages and horses too? said I; they 
have them in one place, and I would rather go with 
my wife than go alone; and disunion comes of separa- 
tion: and they have not got tmsty servants: before 
their face it is "What do you please?" and "Your 
noble grace" and, behind thoir back, curses and abuse. 
I said that will not do; Miss Theresa is a good child 
of the country. Eliaaheth too said to her yesterday, 
(because she was so melancholy) "if yonr new friends 
hero dance and caper for you, your old friends in 
Kamem will pray for you, and we will see who can 
do it best, and who can hold out the longest." Herr 
vonOlshausen is in great excitement about the festivities, 
and has himself called count. 

This evening there is a party at the house of the 
yoim^ pair; to-morrow a ball at the aunt's, then at a 
conain's and bo on. When we have gone on a little 
while in this way we shall begin onr return jonmey. 
Our lady would rather go to-day than to-morrow if it 
were not for the parting. 

Till noon she is always alone with Misa Theresa. 
But "a week at the most" she said, I end this letter 
with the prayer that the Lord may faithfully keep my 
dear kind master, and bring as happily to each other 
again and remain moat obediently Your faithful 

Klaus Bibdhrm. 
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Kamern, 15th Maroh 1884 
DbAR JoSBFtt, . 

There greet you 

Tonr faithful brother Joachim, 
Your dear sister 'Netty, 
Tour dear nephew Joachie, 
the honourable lady at the castle of Kamem, 
and 

Your very devoted friend Joachim. 
Only come. Our hearts and arms are open to you. 
It is sdll stormy and rough without, and yet you 
would be warm with us. It is dielightful that you are 
ooming a fortnight earlier. You will have a taste of 
our wint^ life. This winter is dear to me. I do not 
like to part with it, and I am not sorry that spring 
keeps us waiting so long. Fix when we shall send to 
fetch you from the post-office and do not forget to 
bring something with you for Joachie — that is' the 
custom here. 

In faithful love 

Your 

Joachul 

A page by Joachim. 

(Written Good-iMday 188^ towards OTening duriag bell-riociiiff.) 

. . A thoQsand timeS| oh Lord, I bless Thee 

Vt>r eeaseless lote which Thoa hast showh i 
Mjr sbis whith did the mpst distres* Thee, 
Thjou, Sayiour, didst Thyself atone.^ 
- Ah it ik well for me to kneel • • 
• I i .-. T9hf$rniySaTi<mr*sUatiappMa; . 
^^by the eross in dust to lie, 

km, for my sonl, He deigned to die. - 
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My Lord and Savioni, TBon art mino, and I am 
Thine, now, come what will! Thou hast died for me 
that I, in spite of my sins, may live. This night I 
had a dream which lias impresaed itself tenderly and 
deeply on my aonl. I was walking on a mild, hright 
moonlight night on some lovely meadow-land; — a hill 
rose before me. I looked up. There hung the cruci- 
fied Saviour, hut so tall and high that He reached to 
heaven: pale, and still, and gentle, the Figure stood out 
against the dark blue shy, with the shining stars. I 
sank down and gazed up, and I was sorrowful, and 
yet so happy in my mind, and the dream was in my 
thoughts the whole day, and the same melancholy and 
the peace. 

Joseph preached this morning on the passion, 
"Truly He bore our sickneHs, and took our griefs upon 
Bim. The punishment lies on Kim, that we may have 
peace." "0 Lord, forgive ub our sin," I never prayed 
it in such full faith — "as we forgive our debtors," I 
never prayed it with such humiliation. That pale and 
glorious Figure of my dream is deeply impressed on 
my mind; it is silent, and yet it speaks so piercingly. 
Be still! suffer and love. My soul strives after still- 
nesB. Oh, silent Jesus! make me like-minded with 
Thee — as an obedient child — innocent and still. 
Jesus, now help me, that I may be silent like Thou 
art- Draw me wholly to Thee; keep me ever more, 
faithful Saviour. Jesus, let me like Thoe, and where 
"~ I Alt, some day find rest! I felt an impulse to-day 
nduraeen. Till now I had avoided seeing uncle 
PAIfred af^in-, to-day, when my own sense of guilt 
■ M present with me, other guilt withdraws to a 
iutsnce. To-day stillness, and suffering, and lovin:^. 



are lo easy to my heart The sky waa dull. A tiaw- 
ing wind roared through the bore trees and the reeds 
by the lake. I wont alonp the lonely path, and found 
it for once tpi'iet even at Olahaugen. Uncle and Alfired 
both ua the sofa with colda and conghe; aunt vitb 
them as their loving nurse. Uncle wished to give me 
a glowing description of the Lfe in Vienna; Alfred 
added hii with great empbaai^. I was silent, the old 
spirit of contradictian asd of admonisiiing did not 
eome over me; Their honr ia not yet come, but the 
Xiord caa deliver and blesB. At last, aunt tnmed the 
conversation. She has been to-day to church and 
heard Joseph; we talked of what lay on onr bearts. 
The two gentlemen were aOent; uncle caught np a 
newspaper. I left thq houHe and wished him peace. 
So I have again resumed the aoqnaintfmce and it be-^ 
comes easy to me. I closed my eyes for a tirae. Tha 
Figure of my dream stood before my soul; all whom 
my heart loves were kneeling at my side, and the 
figure of Rose so near to me. Oh, LordI I have un- 
dertaken it and I will not let her go — I will not let 
Thee go unless Thou bless her. Surely she is pro- 
strate before Thine altar to-day, — even though it ia 
veiled to her eyes. Surely she is seeking Thee, and 
knows not bow to find Thee; oh. Lord, call her, and 
stietch oot Thy hand to her. Hold the cwde of lova 
firmly to ber heart. Amen. The day is ending — "Ik 



B finished." 
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Now'TllafluHliBd", IwlUlio 
Upon Cbrrsfi bnrial alons to rai 
Wtlh lagaJa mSBtiBgin tha nky, 
Llk« Jwob onca, In slamber bJ 
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Joseph to Joachim. 

Kamern, 20tk June 1824. 
BbAS JoAGHDf, 

It (Seems very strange to me to be writing to you 
from Kamem — that I am here without you. The 
people consider me very much as your substitute. 
They come with many questions, often very strange 
ones, to me. I conceal my ignorance, while I refer the 
questioner to Saturday and to your return. I beseech 
you earnestly — do not leave me in the lurch. I have 
nothing else to tell you. Your uncle was here with 
Alfred. They start to-morrow for their journey to 
Italy, and meet the Stadleins in the neighbourhood of 
Naples. In September they will be together at 01s- 
bausen. God bless you. 

Your faithful 

Joseph. 

Lubbendorf, 2l8t June 182i. 

Dbar Joseph, 
^I am not coming on Saturday. After mature deli- 
beration, I must make myself invisible to the dear 
people of Kamem for some time; for once I must here 
in tranquillity look over and consider my zeal and my 
activity, whether I have enough to meet the necessary 
expenses of the building I have begun; that it may 
not be said, ^^this man began to build and cannot 
finish it" The life of a dreamer and collector is some- 
times necessary to my nature. Early in the morning, 
I walk with Joachie to the shore. I lie there, I listen 
to the murmur of the waves, I watch the gathering 
clouds and the distant sails. Joachie looks for shells 
Joachim vm Kamem, eic, \ 
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or stones, or dreams with 'me. We understand each 
other. On Sunday afternoon we oxpect you here. 
Lubbendorf is indescribably lovely. Our days pass 
quietly away. One does not trouble himself about the 
others. We are only together when we like. Christian 
is well, but if I had been he, I would not have taken 
any books with me except such as are for daily food. 
Netty is inspired with youthful romance. My mother 
takes a heart-felt pleasure in our enjoyment Yester- 
day we made plans for a journey — Christian, Netty 
and I; we wish in the autumn to go to the Rhine. 

Miss Haineggen and her aunt, who both live near 
here, have called upon us; the old lady is very affec- 
tionate. I believe this intercourse will be very accept- 
able to the ladies in their seclusion here. We have 
no society besides; my friend is an old fisherman, who 
in his character bears much resemblance to Mrs. 
Braunsen. He is very decided and sings, '*I have 
found the bottom, which for ever holds my anchor." 
He is a happy man, and it does me good to hear the 
Lord Jesus preached &om such a simple mouth. I go 
with him sometimes on to the hilL It is something 
glorious on these sunny golden days. The unbounded 
view over the expanse of water, the freshness and 
clearness, the peace. Valentine then sometimes forgets 
his trade, and relates his experiences and inward con- 
templations. A simple calling and quiet contemplative 
life is a blessing. I see more and more how we must 
simplify our outer life. It is only a useless thing and 
useless activity, but yet we would willingly hold fast 
many a thing and give it a heavenly appearance. One 
thing is needed, and only one; one thing is blessed, 
and only one. To hold the Lord Jesus dear, and to 
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give evidence of thia love, — tliat is life. But the 
Lord will have ns altogether; not only for an hour 
here and there. Our love muat pour fortli to Him 
like a rich spring of water, it must be powerful enough 
to carry away with it everything which comes in its 
way; and it must he clear and pure, 80 that all may 
thirst, who see such freah springs. Good night, dear 
Joseph ! The Lord bless your service to-morrow even- 
ing. Pray with your whole soul, give up everything 
for it Touch their hearts with such freshness of love. 
Be yourself so richly refreshed and filled, that others 
may desire your riches. I sat till late with old Valea- 
tiiie on the edge of a heath. He related to me about 
the death of his last child — a son who had lost his 
life while skating in the winter. Valentine has now 
to support five grand-children. His daughter-in-law 
helps him faithfully. 'Toa see. Master," (thus he 
finished his discourse) "the sea is broad, and full, and 
deep, and the heaven above us is very high, aud the 
no^ which shine there are counlless, hut the Lord 
inibSlB wonderful world above, and our salvation, 
■nA eternity, are still more so. And it matters not 
t^ether I am a poor fisherman, or whether I am a king, 
nod whether I live happy days or unhappy days; if I 
love the Lord and live with Him here, my little drop 
win flow into the great eternity. It is not worth while 
lo raise a, lamentation — life is too small and too short; 
I vonld rather sing praise and thanks. Death cannot 
nuks an end of that — that will go on again above." 

Ehe had ceased speaking we sat a while and 
t the sparkling of the stars, in the sky and on 
, and how the waves were edged with the silver, 
B after another rolled m and vett.e^ VV% i^.%%[ 
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sand with foam. Now I am sittmg at the open windotr, 
and am listening to the mnrmnr from the distance. 
And now once more good night Bemember me to 
all my faithful people. I will tell yon in confidence, 
I cannot hold ont long without them. Good as is my 
resolution to rest and to do nothing at all, yet again 
I feel a strong impulse upon ma Bachmann and the 
inn-keeper^s Dora are sitting with their people in the 
room below, and are reading evening-prayers, and 
Valentine is just beginning his evening-hymn with the 
children. It sounds afar through the still summer 
night Thus we seek rest in His name. 

Now awake my Sarioiir dear. 
Wake Thoa in the peacefiU night, 
Oaard as erer by Thy might, 
With Thy loTing innile be near: 
And, while sleeping, let us be 
Ever wakeftil, Lord, to Thee. 

Sing that with us, dear Joseph. 

Lnbbendorf, 6th Angmst 1824. 

Dear Joseph, 
I write to you in great haste. If you should meet 
the Hagens to-morrow, tell Sophie Botnmer in my 
name and in confidence from me, that she tnust pre- 
vent Miss Haineggen and her aunt going to the Bhine 
with us. Sophie is judicious and will know how to do 
it. As matters now stand, nothing can come from us, 
but it would be very oppressive to me. I am certainly 
foolish and really something worse. In a week we 
hope to be at Kamem again. Christian and Netty 
are looking forward to the journey, and I am ako for 
their 0&ke. Whether I do for myself I kitow not I 



do not believe that Connt Stadleiu will be baek in 
Anguat; but our Journey rcmEiins fixed for September; 
I will conquer thia weaknesa also. 

Your 

JOACBIIL 

Joacliim to his mother. 

Mv TBRY DBAR Mother, j 

The trio are quite well; yet it waa with them al- 
most as with Peter in a foreign laud, who had no bad 
mind, at every cross-road, to turn back. Christian 
said, "I am well, thank God, I know not why I travel." . 

j "I am a poor giddy mother," aaid Netty, "I leave my 
de&r little Joachie alone, only for the sake of pleasure." 
And I could not help asking, why I leave my good I 

people at Kamern? Yet I have been the bravest, and 
given courage to my companions. In reality I thought 
the journey would be a great refreshment and enjoy- 
. ment to them. So I brought them happily to Berlin. i 

I There is nothing however to bo done with a. confirmed 

conntry-woman like Netty. First, she stood etill, we ; 

conld scarcely move her from the place, sometimes she j 

was quite quiet, and after dinner the first day, she ! 

began to cry bitterly. "What kind of a place is this? 
So many people — so much bustle. We do not know 
the people; we do not speak to them. I am home-sick I 

for Kamern, I cannot bear being here." I tried to per- ^ 

Buade her to go to the Grand Opera; the five daya ( 

fiied for Berlin must be spent, Netty earnestly pro- , 

tested, and Christian and I in reality quite agreed with ■ 

her, and also agreed with her that Berlin is really no j 

place of pleasure for Kamern people. "If Berlin does J 

L d 
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not please us, I said with bold resolution, to please 
whom need we stay here?" Netty sprang up and em- 
braced me. "Dear Joachim, you have always been my 
sensible nephew," said she; "we will go on early to- 
morrow." "Early to-morrow?" asked I. "It is such 
a beautiful evening, what prevents us from leaving the 
hot, dusty city?" We aU three laughed heartily for 
joy, ordered the horses and drove to PotsdanL By 
tbis stroke we had gained four days. Yet listen 
further, dear Mother. This morning we started early 
from Potsdam, and came on here in good time. Magde- 
burg may have beauties for its natives, but for foreigners 
it appears to me that it has none except the cathedral 
We alighted at a tolerable inn near the cathedral- 
square, and went straight to the cathedral It is a 
magnificent building. The evening^sun had enwoven 
it with gold, children were playing in the large quiet 
square, and even Netty seemed to feel satisfied, and in 
a mood for travelling. After we had viewed the church 
without and within, we went up one of the towers in 
order to enjoy the view. The country is very flat and 
there is little to see, but the sun was casting its last 
beams on the broad stream of the Elbe, which goes 
winding through the green plains; it was a bright 
peaceM evening scene. "What mountain is that?" 
asked Netty and pointed to a violet range of hills at 
some distance. "That is the Brocken with the Harz- 
mountain," answered the guide. "The Brocken," said 
Christian playfully, ^^jes, there it is; that is where I 
was when I was a student; we might go there instead 
of the Bhine." Netty caught at these thoughts with 
loud rejoicing, "for," said she, "the mountain cannot 
be far from here." "To-morrow about this time you 
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will be up," said the guide. So, dear Mother, the Peter- 
like company is to travel towards the Brocken instead 
of towards the Ehine; because it has such a great 
longing for home, and would like to return — the 
sooner the better. Magdeburg has from this resolution 
become a favourite residence with us. Netty especially 
thinks it extraordinarily beautiful here. When we 
came from the tower, she had a talk with the children 
at play, and tried all their faces which was the most 
like our Joachie. Then we drank tea and had an 
intimate hour together. Now, dear Mother, dear love 
from ufl alL We beg you to read our letters to Joachie, 
to the young man. I will just add that our agreement 
stands to go the last two stages with our own horses. 
The Lord be with you, and with us all. 

Your 

Joachim. 

Ilsenbarg, 7tb September 1824. 

Dear Mother, 
We went in happy hour to the Brocken — on the 
way up, the evening and morning were magnificent. 
We looked far on to the world, and I maintain that 
since we have been here in the mountains, Netty has 
forgotten her boy. Her eyes are constantly tearful 
with emotion. Christian laughs at her enthusiasm, but 
he carries it to a more serious point, — he is inces- 
santly making poems. Fancy them both, Netty with 
a wreath of heather in her hair, resting on the bank 
of a roaring mountain torrent, but Christian, in the 
midst of it, sitting on a mossy stone, his tablets in his 
hand, writing or meditating, looking up at the high 
masses of rodk. The poems are really very beautifaL 
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I do not undeifitand hqw any one can make such, bat 
I enjoy myself very much. I look sometimes into the 
clear mountain water, as, over the bright brown bottom, 
a crimson-spotted trout is passing, or as the ants and 
chafers are enjoying the rosy forests of heather. Here 
a bird hops on the broad palm-like fern, dark green 
fir-trees, tall and luxuriantly grown, wave their fine 
branches in the blue air, and the golden sunshine; 
they cast deep cool shadows over piled up blocks of 
rock, which, clothed with a thick covering of moss 
always moist, out-glisten and out-shine the richest velvet 
From the green covering, rises a family of red taper- 
like flowers, which seem to vie with the fir-trees, and 
in order to accomplish it the sooner, have placed them- 
selves on the tip of a piece of rock. There is the 
coolness and the loneliness of the forest. A perpetual 
gentle murmur goes through the forest, silver brooklets 
suddenly appear between the blocks of rock, or murmur 
unseen under the covering of green. Yes, dear Mother, 
I am very much pleased with it. We know the forest- 
life at home, but not the mountain-life. Pleasure and 
sounds are different here, and the higher you go the 
more refreshing and beautiful it is. When in the 
valley below we began to ascend, we did not like it at 
all, and Netty feared we had trusted too much to her. 
"What are you thinking of," she said, "I am not used 
to climbing, and cannot hold out for a quarter of an 
hour." When we assured her the ftirther and higher 
up the easier it would become, she shook her head in- 
credulously and fretfully. But it was with her, as 
with all pilgrims who are going upwards, her sighing 
ceased, her powers increased instead of decreasing, 
and; with merriment and joy, she went from rock to 
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rook, till wo stood on tlie top with the broad view oat 
oTer the "world; — yes, out over the world, although 
one is so distant. We see and hear nothing of the 
tumult, of the broken and chequered pictures of life; 
— it lies before us in softened colouring, blown upon 
by the peace of heaven, which up here envelopes us, 
and fills oxur souls. Now may the Lord keep our 
hearts high, so that it may be with us in the midst of 
the world, as on the lonely invigorating mountain 
height. Dear precious Mother! we are soon coming 
to yon. The Hars is only small In from four to 
five days, we can visit the chief points. We shall 
then have enjoyed enough beauty, and would all three 
much rather be at home. Thus this day week the 
14th of September, we wish to have the horses accord- 
ing to agreement My love to Joseph and Joachie. 
Tell the boy that he must order Frederic to feed the 
horses. We have brought so much with us from our 
journey, that otherwise the poor creatures could not 
draw us. 

The Lord grant us a happy meeting. 
In faithful love 

Your 

JOAGHIH. 

On my 25th birthday, 10th October 1824. 
"My thoughts are not as your thoughts and your 
ways are not my ways," saith the Lord. I have just 
applied these words to myself, and they have a deep 
significance to the heart. We might go the ways of 
the Lord, but we go them not; we might have the 
thoughts of the Lord, but we have them not; that is 
the old want which makes us sorrowful, and places us 
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hj the abyss of death. But we must taste of death 
before we can see life. We must sow in tears, before 
we reap in joy. Thou, dear Lord, forgive my sin, 
and clothe me with Thy grace. May that be my birth- 
day motto I Is then to-day different from other days? 
The words suit any day, but it is well sometimes to 
stand still on the road of life, and to take time for 
earnest consideration. Such a halting place a birth- 
day may be. A year ago to-day I was very ill — the 
Lord delivered me; He is the Lord who delivers from 
death, so He is in a two-fold sense, — not only from 
death of the body. Am I then sorrowful to-day? Oh, 
no, very cheerful and comfortable. If my sins make 
me sorrowful, my Redeemer makes me glad again. 
Where sin is mighty, grace is mightier stilL Oh, dear 
faithful Saviour, I am so happy because Thou lovest 
me, and I may love Thee. I would so gladly do 
something for love of Thee. What then? I know of 
nothing, except to love Thee more and more, and ever 
to sing more loudly of this love, and more and more 
in quietness to cherish it Amen. In conclusion I have 
just opened upon, "What shall I do to be saved? Be- 
lieve on the Lord Jesus Christ, and Thou shalt be 
saved and thy house." With the saying of Isaiah I 
will look] back — they shall be words of warning for 
the past; with these words, I will go forward, they 
shall be the true guide to me, to walk in the ways of 
the Lord; with them I will pray for the Holy Spirit, 
who shall fill me with thoughts of God. Amen. 
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Cliristmas-day, 1824. 
Little Joachie awaked me £rom sleep. CQs sweet 
childish voice was singing, '*From heaven above I come 
to jon.*' Oh, Lord, grant that he may be always 
eloquent in praising Thy name, and singing to Thee. 
My choir of singers are just raising their voices. Oh, 
Lord, I thank Thee also for the love of these children; 
I thank Thee for the beantifol festival of Christmas. 
I have rejoiced with the joyfdl; the room .here was al- 
most too small to hold young and old. Oh, I will 
give, give what I have, with full hands. It is Christmas, 
the Lord is bom. Behold, I declare to you great joy. 

To-day He opens wide the door 

To loyely Paradise ; 
The Angel bars the way no more. 
To God be all the praise, 
Honour, and thanks and praise I 

Kamem, Sunday after Easter, 1825. 

I am truly sorry that I cannot be at your induc- 
tion, dear Joseph, but the physician orders me to keep 
entirely to my room. Greet your kind patron, Herr 
von Hagen, heartiLy from me, and also Miss Sophie. 
On Easter-day I was at Olshausen, in company with 
Emma.Haineggen. Last year I was so also. Every- 
thing has become difiPerent since then, but she has be- 
come different also, that rejoices me. She hopes often 
to be able to be your hearer. She will also come to 
your induction. And now, God be with you, dear 
Joseph. It is a beautiful time when the larks sing, 
the violets are out, and the blackbirds warble, and 
very much in unison with entering on an office. May 
spring enter with you, into your dear flock at Mardorf. 
May the Lord bless His word from your mouth, and 
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animate lifeless hearts. That is the prayer of joxa 
friend. The Lord bless you richly; — the Lord bless 
yott with the rich power of prayer, — hearty, sincere, 
earnest prayer — prayers which cease not to wrestle 
in faith. Those are the weapons with which we mnst 
fight; whereby we draw the Lord Himself with ns into 
the conflict, and where He fights for ns, we have pre- 
vailed. Amen! so may the Lord prepare us all. 

Kamera, SSth Hay 18S$. 

I have got out again for the first time to-day, and 
can I hope accept the kind wish of your patron. I 
seem to have a great gift as god-father. At Easter I 
stood god-father for little Klaus Riedem; and in my 
parish there is not a child bom, but I must be its god- 
father. But I am willing, and it is a beautifdl office. 
Perhaps it will be with me as with my late great- 
uncle, who was unmarried, and who so often stood god- 
father, that he was called in the whole province god- 
father Kamem. He did not perform his duty externally 
alone, but as it is regarded by the church, — he had 
the welfare of his god-children's souls in view, and 
spent a great part of the year in going from cousin to 
cousin, and from house to house, in order to see the 
childr^Q. Before the Lord, he will surely have taken 
the rank, of a faithful father of a family. But the firsts 
bom among mj god-chUdren wiU alyriji, be Joachie. 
Announce him to Mrs. Hagen as an unbidden guest at 
the christening-feast. Or only through Miss Sophie, I 
hope he will be welcome to the nursery. 

God be with you. 

Your 

Joachim. 
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Kunem, ISlb Jans liti. 

Wliat Thon blesaest, oli Lord, is eteroally blessed. 
Ke wlio finds a wife, finds a good tbing, and obtains 
tL blessing from the Lord. 

Dear Joseph. We nmat agree that you are going 
with resolution towards the completion of your par- 
sonage, and you have beeidea our full consent. Dear 
Sophie has been appointed by the Lord for a clergy- 
man's wife joBt as she wag a most excellent goTernee^. 
And once more may the richest blessing of the Lord 
be on you and oii your bride. I read your letter with 
great emotion. It must be so when two hearts are at- 
tuned to each other, but your hopes and wishes for me 
are in vaiu. The Lord has enriched my life enougli, 
I can say "Lord, I am not worthy of all Thy mercy 
and trutli" and I know not how I might have borne 
auch a fortune. The matter is at an end; my earthly 
love is laid to rest — to rest in my heart; there it lies 
still, and docs not disturb my peace. But it exists and 
remains my own, and is a treasure in my heart. Even 
ray seeing Theresa again did not disturb my peace. 
To her as the woman of the world this love does not 
belong. . . The world has set its impresB on her bright 
child-like features. But only be still, thou faithful 
love, and have patience: the world assaults, but tlie 
Lord will triumph. Now she has a new vocation — 
Burely a means of restraining her, and I was certain 
that the ties to us were not Revered. Slie wrote a 
worm letter to my motlier a week ago, and invited ber 
to be god-mother to her little girl. The child too is to 
be named Anon like my mother, and my motber ro- 
, •with great pleasure to llflft^'a t«(^«L Sft.i* 
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also sent a message to me. I answered her greeting 
with a word of blessing for little Anna. So the matter 
is at an end, and jet ever the same, dear Joseph, but 
do not tronble yourself about my fortunes. What is 
good-fortune or misfortune? I asked in mj youth. 
To have more or less of the Lord Jesus, is good-for- 
tune or misfortune. And have I not many earthly 
joys? — your being near and your love among them. 
The love of my mother is so inventive in brightening 
my life, if she could only reconcile herself to my des- 
tiny. I beg you to do aU you can for me in that way. 
And so forward with the help of the Lord I In a fort- 
night I am going with my mother to Liibbendorf, — 
only for a few weeks, but I enjoy myself very much 
by the sea-side. We take little Joachie with ns and 
Christian will come for a few days with Netty. ShaU 
we not meet before Sunday? 

Dear love 

Joachim. 

Three years later. 

lOth October 1828. 

To-day it is time once more to stand still. Do I 

do so less joyously than I did once? I am sometimes 

lonely in spirit, but that is the will of the Lord. There 

is a change in these last three years; they have passed 

monotonously, and I scarcely noticed it, and yet there 

}ina Vieen a change. Joseph is living happily with his 

Is child, his parish, and the cheei^ul family of 

re: his time is filled up, he has no longer any 

live with me. That is very natural, but I am 

r mjself, but perhaps it will be different again. 
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CEirig&m — poor ChrisUan ia ill ; hia aick body baa 
clouded Mb mind, anxiety about lus health takes op 
his time: be may not fling, he scarcely daree to speak. 
Netty Bharea his anxiety, and his silence. Netty 
begged me with tears to keep for her the little house 
in the churchyard corner, to live in when she is a 
widow. — Oh the Lord can stOl help. Mrs. Braunsen, 
aittce the summer, has found a still quieter retreat — 
elie rests in peace; Elizabeth cannot get over the lose. 
My dear precious mother also appears different to mo; 
a alight touch of melancholy goes through her whole 
being. She has renounced the happinesa of her later 
days, the house will remain lonely. — I cannot help 
her. My dear, precious mother! I love her dearly, she 
ia the good-fortune and the joy of my earthly days; if 
I tould be the aame to her, we could both wander on 
fo heaven in joy and peace. 

If the way is lonely, the Lord will all the more 
bfl with ns. So grant it Lord. Winter is coming with 
ita festival; we will yet celebrate it, it will see me 
joQQg and cheerful, and my cheerfulness will make my 
Diother'a heart cheerful too. Joachle brought me this 
ffloming a wreath of monthly-roses; my choir awaked 
me, oh that I might reapond from the bottom of my 
Heart 
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WluU time of need my 0«d did •▼ta' pmre^ 
Able to tarn kwaj Thy faithfol lore ? 

NotbAnc had tovehed Thy beart but mere coapuBlen, 
When Thou didit bring Tby creature to Che Ligbt ; 

For Ohriflt^s dear take Thou bast my ■onl a6cepted 
Before the world bad dawned npon my sigbt. 

Thou, like a mother, in the days gone by, 

Hast borne me on Thine arm unceasingly. 

Now from my very heart I would adore Thee, 

Qod, who to-day embracest me anew; 
Let my desire ever be before Thee, 

Unwavering, let me to Thy love be true. 
Until, with bliss. Thou bring me safe at last. 
Where all the perils of the world are past. 

Amen! Amen I I would not cease to praise the Lord. 
Lord! only be Thou again my loving master, and par- 
don Thy feeble child. I will be very, veiy glad of 
heart, becanse Thon art my faithful Lord. 

18tb Febnury 1829. 

Dear Joachim is nine years old to-day. Snow* 
drops are out in the garden, — larks soar in the soft 
air. My mother has adomeid the birthday table witib 
little silver bells: they have no inclination now for 
such things at the parsonage. Poor dear boy! the 
spring is coming, but will not bring health to your 
father. 

7th May 1889. 

I went with Joachim into the church. While the 
first hymn was beginning, my thoughts were with our 
assistant minister, that the Lord might make his weak 
faith strong, and give ardour to his luke-warm nature. 
I was absorbed, and did not observe that someone had 
enierod our pew. A slender woman was sitting by 
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Joachim, bent in prayer. It is epring witbout; every- 
thing is in bloom and in song, recollectiona of epring 
came to me — I could bnt lay my hand on my heart. 
It -was Eose herself, but her featnres are become paler 
and more refined. She gave me her hand with a very 
melancholy look. Lord, Thou seeat my heart; my 
earthly life lies there in deep peace, but I will not let 
Thee go, nnlesa Thou blesa her. I am sure that Thou 
art continually spinning cords of love, to draw her to 
Thee: more sure than ever to-day, and that gives me 
new fltrengtb. When we came out of the church the 
imrse-maid came to meet us with little Anna. I bent 
down to the child and kissed it on the forehead. "Who 
is that?" asked Theresa. "Uncle Joachim," answered 
Anna, rather abyly. We now went in ailencc through 
the lime-aveniie, and through the garden. Joachim 
and Anna had taken up the conversation for ug. Bo- 
fore my mother'a door, Koae stayed behind. — I led 
the child in "Who is that?" asked I. "Little Rose," 
cried my mother joyfully. "Alias Annie, bnt jnat 
Eoae'a face when a child." Eose greeted my mother 
with great emotion, "I have not been here for a long 
lime, but I do not belong here," added she aadly. 
Mother remained calm and quiet, and was only ruffled 
on the BUrface. Thereaa waa to tell of her life at 
Petersburg, her cheeks gained more colour, melancholy 
seemed driven away. "My huaband has now removed 
lo Paria," she said in concluaion, "we are going and 
Anna is to atay here." Anna here? asked my mother 
in aurpriae. "My huaband wishes it," answered Theresa 
mnch embarrassed. "The child too will be happier 
hare, and it would not suit my arrangements to bo a 
mother to Annie," she added bitterly, "and I would 
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rather know tbe child is witli my mother than ia the 
bands of a bonne." We vere all sitent. "And X 
woald commend her to you also, dear Aunt," eaid she 
with faltering voice. Mother bent towarda her, Rose 
wopt; but I was playing with the children. Poor 
thingl she is in the arms of the woi4d, hut ahe has 
the BwoiA in her heart. Yon will not eoeape from the 
Lord: the Lord is epinning FTii cords of love, glowly 
bat surely. 

iiih utg is». 

We were at Olshausen. Annt is happy in the pos- 
eesBion of her daughter and grand- daughter. — Uncle 
in a very ill temper. Count Stadlein fell out with him, 
went off in a hurry, and will meet Theresa at Wies- 
baden. I have scarcely spoken to her, hnt my mother 
has availed herself of the old privileges of love, and 
has spoken seriously and confidentially to her. "I 
cannot do otherwise, " said Theresa. "I jun bound to 
this life; and am not unhappy either," added she with 
hesitation. 

Sophie also wished to he intimate with her again, 
but to her she was reserved, almost ungraciona. So 
she begins G-ermany again with Wiesbaden, — then 
Paris! It became easy to me to-day to ba grave and 
cold to her. I also said good-bye to her, though she 
was going to stay some days; I did not pnt oflF my 
business journey on that account. WTiat can I do 
there? She is going her own way. Only you will 
not escape the Lord. — The Lord spins slowly but 
anrely. 
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Letter from Tlieresa. 

Wiesbadtu, S 



DbaR So phis, 

I cannot rest; I muKt write to you. Torget 
List meeting; yea, forget the lust yeaW: tliiuk that I 
atu Theresa who ia playing With the cliildron. Oh, that 
it were sol 

When I think of my homo, my heart is rendy to 
break. I often shut myBelf in, and weep and wocj) 
till my strength ia gone, and I fall asleep. My hus- 
l)nnd thinks it is ill temper, Le calls mo foolish, and 
leads Ine into new jileasuren. 

Yon would not believe how I am obliged to live. 
One day goes restlessly like another, always with a 
crowd not one of whom lovea me. Wlien I come 
home, in the evening, tired and weary, I resolve not 
tn go into company another day, yet what can I do at 
hnme alone? I feel lonely, and I go again. Dear 
Sophie, write to me, I long so very much to hear 
from home. Speak to aunt at Kamem — but no, it is 
all over; hearts there are dead to me, and it must 
be HO. 

The last evening at Olshauseu, I had au impulse 
Id go ont of the house. I went tlie way towards 
Kamerm. The trees were in blossom, but it Was cold: 
there waa a heavy dew on the grass. At the highway 
I came ont of the forest; in the twilight a earriage 
iiovQ quickly by rae, it was Joachim. 1 knew that ho 
*M returning from a joumoy, ho was hastening to bia 
luother; I saw them both sitting so cosily in the 
Evdea-parlour. "Take me with you," I geo'.l^ ^\Ba- 
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pered, "I wish to open 1117 heart to her, perhaps she 
would be able to give me advice." 

The carriage vanished, I was alone. I seated my- 
self on the stomp of a tree, a herd of deer came out 
of the forest, the creatures looked at me in wonder, 
and then leaped joyfolly over the path. You are happy, 
I thought, your home is here; but I am thrust out, I 
am lonely and quite forsaken. I sat there till the dew 
had drenched my clothes, then I went back; all within 
me was stUl and dead. With such a dumb dead heart, 
they sent me away, and I have left my child there, 
because my very heart is dead. Dear Sophie, I am 
reluctant to send the letter, but it shall go. It is a 
cry of anguish from my heart: perhaps you will hear 
it with compassion, perhaps you will have some advice 
to give me, at least you will pardon me if I grieve 
you. Can my aunt forgive me? Farewell! kiss my 
Anna and write soon to 

Your 

Theresa. 

28lh July 18». 

To-day we have laid dear Christian to his rest He 
died happily; the more his bodily powers decreased,, the 
more unfettered his soul became. Oh I the Lord is strong in 
the weak. To see that on a death-bed is a great com- 
fort, both for life and for one's own deatL I sat for 
a long time with Joachim under the beeches, he is an 
orphan now, but he shall yet have a father. I have 
taken him warmly to my heart. We repeated the last 
sayings of his late dear father; Joachim wept at them 
till he was exhausted. As we were stiU sitting in 
i^ilenco side by side, came little Anna with her mai4; 
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aLe waa very merry, but atopped short when siie founil 
her play-fellow in tears. 

She picked flowers and laid them sOently and 
tenderly on his lap, to comfort bim. He bood ainilei 
and dried his tears. On our way home we laid the 
flowers on the new-made grave. 



To-day I am thirty years old, 'ITiat aeema to me 
almost old. Hut what is an old man? A Christian 
should always he old enough to die any day, and al- 
ways young and fresh enough, to wander farther and 
to work while il is day. I also feel young and fresli; 
and when my dear household sang "Praise the Lord 
— the mighty King of glory;" I sang with them with 
hearty voice, and was able to thank them all. Joachim 
wrote me a Latin congratulation. I believe the boy 
learns more than I do, he is not so dreamy, and be- 
sides he is a lively and resolute youtli. Since be has 
been here in the house with Netty, he acts as though 
the house belonged to him. We must be very much 
on our guard that he does not get spoiled. "Too many 
cooks spoil the broth." 

I have begged Netty ajid mother to leave the 
education of the boy to the tutor and to me. Much 
remonstrance for particular failings does not do. Her 
love and her prayer might work on liim together with 
us, and the Lord would give His blessing: — He must 
do the best part. But I have the joyful confidence 
that we shall live to have pleasure in the boy. Already 
he is a fountain of joy in our house. We are obliged 
to be young with him; he brings in life and merriment 
'. aU the youngsters of the village aa weW. To-4a.-^ 
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be is Iioldjng a gr«nt review witb iLe boje in tliBi 
caatle- garden , ia lionour of my liirthdny; afterwarda 
they are to te treated, and my motLer hai lisd plenty 
of cakes baked. "She is kinder to the boys than she 
nsod to be to me," said Netty. 

Yesterday he rode to Olshausen on the goat, to in- 
vite Aunt Emma and Annie. Uncle is in Berlin on 
socoiint of a liver complaint, so Annie rules the house 
up there. Her grandmother goes on with the little 
gix\ just as my ladies here do with Joachim, and is 
already in trouble that Annie is to go to her mother 
again at Easter. Annie has arranged to be fetched by 
Joachim in the goat- carriage. Annt Emma will coa- 
aent without hesitation. 9o we all enjoy onrselves, to, 
celebrate the day. 

For me, it is always an important division in tha 
year. With it I take leave of the very beautiful bnt 
dissipating season of snmmer, and enter the qnirt 
winter which is so dear to me. I intend to be verji 
indoBtiioufl — to live much with my good people at 
Kamern. It is a pity that the parsonage is lost to oBj 
He is a good faithful man; I am not sorry for tan 
election, but his wife I should not have chosen — &ai. 
is his dioice. Hay the Lord Btrengthen him. Kay 
He ■tren|:then bb cJL and be with us all. 



Soar Joseph, 
You frighten me, but I hope it ia only Sophie'* j 
fuicy. I kitow certainly that I have never given I 
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voR Haiae^en ocwsiou to believo tliat; if she does, I 
am Bony for it; biit I thialt Sophie, aftar the manner 
of ladies, wiabea to nuOce a matcJi. Dear Joseph, yon 
describe everything' chaiutingly and beautifully. I 
know too what I owe to nayaelf and to my dear mother; 
))ut it muBt not be compulsion. My heart is too much 
nt rest in hec presence, and a. marriage of reason would 
bo something' wrong in me, I say to yon, bnt to yon 
nloue, my heart is employed in a. strange fashion. If 
Theresa, were dead, if she were with the Lord, and 
snatch^ from my care, perhaips I might a^ain love 
and be happy, though not with the beating heart of 
youth. But I have undertaken it, I must bear Theresa 
on my soul, and I am happy in it. Let me go, I tell 
you, on my lonely and wonderful path. I am happy 
JD it. And now, do everything to suppress such 
tcoublesome gossip. Talk iacidcatally to Emma about 
the eccentric Joachim. I should not wish our later- 
course to be distttrbed; my mother tikes it no much. 
With the Lord's help, we will keep a merry Christmas, 
1 had a pretty present for Emma too, and hope to see 
ibe matter arranged, aud still to be able to give it. 
And now God.be with yon! 

Joachim. 

Foot years later. 
It 18 a desolate day. The snow is whirling, the 
wind is roaring, it might undermine my peace. Oh no: 
my earthly love is laid aside, an ang^ of peace keeps 
watch over it My life has passed quietly and mono- 
tonously — - monotououBly, and yet in action. I have 
been cheerful — I have owed that to the Lord: I have 
bean aoriowftil, — the Lord has comforted, nw. 1 hw^* 
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been lonely, — the Lord has not forsaken me. My 
domestic state is ordered for this life: so and not other- 
wise the Lord has willed it. We were sitting in the 
afternoon aronnd the coffee-table, Joachim was giving 
us different hints for his birthday, we were langhing 
merrily together and had heard no one come. Annt 
Emma came in, in a great bustle, and Theresa and 
Annie followed her. Theresa, still paler and with more 
refined features, greeted us in radier an embarrassed 
way. That a strange silence was obsenred at their 
sudden coming also confused us. The children too 
must needs add to it. Annie, the very image of her 
mother now grown slender, overcame her bashfulness, 
through Theresa's interposition, and made Mends with 
Joachim. She only spoke German awkwardly and in- 
voluntarily French in between. Poor Joachim was 
bewildered. At last he said wickedly, "Annie, why do 
you speak so foolishly? Leave off! Girls with us speak 
German." "Your girls are only peasant girls," an- 
swered Annie pertly, "and I am a Countess Stadlein." 
Joachim turned rudely from her and went into the 
ante-room. Aunt laughed at her grand-daughter. 
Theresa took the child and followed Joachim. Now 
aunt's full heart overflowed, and Theresa's fate, which 
was not unknown to us, was again communicated with 
many tears. Weak mother, now you are sorry; why 
did you not take warning? Now the misery is greater 
than the pleasure, her heart is empty and wearied, dis- 
tractions and change in external life will no longer 
help her over the time. It now comes out that she has 
never loved him. Poor young thing she was violently 
hurried into it: longing after home after the old times, 
consumes her heart. Through the open door I saw 



Theresa sitting in the ante-rnom ; the cliildren were 
again quietly playing near her. She was looking, with 
ftad and weary eye, at the falling snow, and it seemed 
lo me as though tears were rolling down her cheeks. 
Do not be eo hard towards her or so cold, said my 
sunt; she loves you more than all of us: Your lost love 
lormenta her and remorse torments her. 1 was obliged 
at these words to cover my eyes, my heart became 
perturbed. 

There is still tho old love which abides there, and 
my heart is very weak. She was appointed for thee, 
and thou shouldat not have let her go so easily, spoke 
a foolish voice; — her tears are thy fault, go and com- 
fort her, stand beside her like a strong shelter, show 
her for once that thy heart is hy no means so hard 
and cold to her. When I took my hand from my 
brow, my mother and my annt were looking strangely 
at me. She is still young, she must get a divorce, said 
aunt in great excitement; she must forget this time of 
her life, and we must all forget it. Then a shudder 
went through my soul. Tho weakness was over. I 
looked earnestly at the women; "What God hath joined 
together man must not put aanndor." "Rose's misery 
lies somewhere else than in this marriage." "Joachim, 
you do not know what this marriage is," said my aunt; 
"he lives a riotous life, she will soon have only to wait 
on an invalid." "We should rather see her at the sick- 
bed of her husband, than in the tumult of the world," 
replied f. "How loveless you are towards her," said my 
aunt weeping, "and she came here entirely in the hope 
of hearing counsel and comfort from your brotherly 
aympathy." Then I felt a warm thrill through my 
lieart,andlknewwhat Ihad to do. "f lovcleaft?" IwJA, 
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to my 3,0111, "soiely Dot, kt mc go aijd I will give tM 
1117 loving brotherlj counsel. I will comfort Wr witli 
a comfort nhkh can heal all wounds." Aunt would not 
let me go. "Bose expected something different," aliQ.s^id 
bitterly. "Yon are bjreaking ber heart wittyourworda." 
Ob if her old heart were broken, her old mifiery would 
bo broken with it; aod a new happy heart would biiitg 
ber happiness and peace, I could not be held back. 
1 went to Theresa and gave ber counsel and comfort, 
with warm and happy heart. They were the old 
words wliich I had oft^ said to her before. I spoke 
f o her of the love of our divine Eedeemer, how it conld 
make as richer and happier than all the fortune of tha 
world; bow we with Him had conquered tiie world, 
and all the misery of the world als% But we could 
only love Him with a new heart, — the old one. mnst 
be broken in penitence and repentance. At these words 
Rose gave me her hand. "BepeutaueeP" sobbed shoi 
Poor Theresa, the world has dazaled you and gives 
you a bitter cross instead of pleasure; now take, your 
cross, and lay U at the feet of the Lord; — the Lord 
who says "Come unto Me all ye that labour and are 
heavy laden, and I will refresh you." la the crosA 
heavy at first? in the light of His grace, it becomes 
illumined and light aud easy; and at last we esteem, it 
no cross but as a gift of grace, because it led ns to 
the Lord, — to the blessed Lord, "Wlio makes oa 
blessed. Oh dear Koae, may the Lord strengthen you, 
and happiness or unhappiness will then, lie in your 
hand. Tlie Lord has knocked anew at the door of 
your heart. Strive earnestly that when God's grace is 
leading and turning you, your spirit may truly nn- 
borden it«elf of the burden which weighs upon it — 



Wrestle witli prayer arid crying: persevere in it ar- 
deati^, 1st no time seem too long for it, even if it 
were night and day. I opened the piano and sang 
irith Joacliim "Now all the woods aro sleeping." 
With that hymn the Lord had firtit knocked at her 
heart. 

At the eighth verge my soul wrestled for Iter 



The day is over. Rose ia at Olahausen; her heart 
is restless, and straggling after peace. And I? Man 
had almost caused me heartache again, but the Lord 
is my help now and ever. The world is so willing to 
tempt US, she paints in such heavenly colours what is 
ao earthly; Kbe would call pure ■what ia bo defiled. 
But Thou, Lord, care for me! The world shall offer 
me nothing wherein I cannot possess Thee undisturbed. 
I will walk farther on my lonely way, if I only have 
Thee. To Thee, my life belongs; to Thee, I surrender 
my love. Oh! take it with all its pangs. Forljid me 
pangs and earthly love, and comfort me instead with 
Thy love. 
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ISlh FebnUTJ*. 

The nearer the foe, the more we must pray and 
ivatch. But it is the Lord Who sends him that we 
may be stirred up from sleep, that we may become 
warm-hearted again. Dear Lord, I love Thee better 
than long ago. I feel like a weak child needing love; 
take me under Thy wings. I do not wish to look 
around me, nor before me, only at Thee; and so, 
through whatever the world haa to bring before me, 
Lord, do Thou take jnj souL 



I was at Olshausen. It looks sad there. Uncle 
has more pain than ever; he fears that it is an internal 
disease. He looks yellow, and is discontented with all 
the world. Now it is his children who make him un- 
happy. Theresa did not understand how to treat her 
husband; he maintains she might have led and ruled 
him more; he would have liked it. But she went in- 
differently on her own way, and he fretfully on his. 
Vexation made Count Stadlein a spendthrift. She is 
guilty of it all, and will at last fall with her child as 
a burden on her parents. Alfred has given up bia 
diplomatic career; he wishes to be a country gentleman, 
and is preparing himself with wife and children for 
(.Ushausen. Alfred married a wife without property. 
It was hoped that he would make a career through 
her family. It did not succeed. "Alfred has not stuff 
enough for it," as uncle says. So everything has 
failed. Uncle mast take in the sails which once bore 
him so proudly along. But above all sickness and 
pain bow bim down. Lonely honrs by his coacb at 
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pain, have given me his confidence, yet I may not 
speak of the Man Who heals all sickness, and takes 
bU HorrowH upon him. I have learned too to be silent. 
I only speak with the Lord, and the Lord still speaks 
in TTin own words. 



• B pily on ns all. 

IStli robro»ry. 

The curtain has fallen; the puppet-show is over, 
for truly so it is. Count Stadleiu came to fetch his 
wife away, he was cotirteouHly attentive to her; people 
go on as if everything were in order, the surface as 
smooth as a mirror, the world knows how to put on a 
polish. So a party was given, the neighbourhood as- 
sembled. My pale uncle acts the host, and attempts 
to smUe, Theresa was animated; with rosy cheeks 
and lively eyes she led the conversation. Annt cool 
towards me and friendly with her son-in-law, seeks to 
deceive herself and the world. There is nothing else 
for it. Theresa must go away again. Her father 
forcibly urges her, evil rumours must be silenced, a 
good face must be put upoQ a bad game. I ahndder 
when I think of it- Such funereal deceitful doings, 
snch a pale glimmer over deep sorrow, compTilsory 
smiling over mute woe. But bo it is in the world, so 
it is with all who give themselves up to her. I wua 
Btauding alone by the window in the cabinet, I was 
looking at the stars, and higher — -"Oh, Lamb of God 
Who art our Lord indeed, Eeceive the prayer which 
rises from our need; Have pity on us all." 

I heard steps, I looked round, Theresa came shyly 
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to me. Annie and Joachie came ,with her. 

will not foi^t U8," said Joadiim g»yly, " 

write me a letter, if she puts ^bborish in it, it won't 

m«tlOT." "I would rather stay at OlsbaiiBen," said 
Annie. Theresa sorrowfully laid Ler hand on the 
child's brow. It seemed as though I must Bpeak once 
more to Theresa, yet I was silent; my words will not 
make her strong. I played with the children, Count 
Stadlein disturbed as, he was very unkind to Joachie, 
so that Annie cried. Now they are all gone. Uncle, 
paler than ever, complains bitterly of his pain. Aunt's 
coldness towards me has changed into bewilderment at 
my eqnauimity. We shall soon be again in the old 
rut with onr quiet life. Here we are so already; it is 
not quite so yet with my inner life, but it will be so 
soon, — very soon. To-day we kept Joachie's twelfth 
birthday; as usual, the young people of the village 
took part in it. I led the party and their games, al- 
though it was not easy to me. Klaus had his fiftii 
child baptized to celebrate the day. I stand godfather 
for the third time; it is alternately with my mother, 
but we are glad to do it from love of Elisabeth. She 
belongs to our family circle, although generally ae an. 
invisible member; only she looks in with her quiet 
self-possession, whenever it is needful. She is nurse 
of the sick, helper in our household at festivals, and 
our house is always in communication with the little 
house in the churchyard comer; Joachie lives witii 
Klaus and Elisabeth, as I used to with Mrs. Braunsea 
and her late husband. Thra'e holes get mended, there 
the glue-pot is kept warm, and books are fastened ta- 
gether, and Joaohim when there is necessity educates 
the troop of children better than Papa KUus. Tes, 
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90 it is all in good order, and I the centre of a circle 
whicli I can make liappy. I have very much for which 
to thank the Lord and shall soon be quite peaceful 
again. I have got over Joseph's removal. One ac- 
eustoma oneself very soon to anything. One compen- 
sation we have fi^m it, that Emma von Haineggen, 
since her aunt's death, is entirely with Frau von 
Hagen, and often hero. Yesterday she had a cap on 
for the first time; that pleased me, she loots much 
older. I laughed about it, and said to her we will both 
do all honour to our honourable condition of bachelor 
and old maid. She entered very innocently into the 
joke. I know her heart is now at rest Her society 
gives me pleasure, and I am selfish enough to hope that 
she may not be married, and may remain in our circle. 
That the parsonage here is nothing for us, becomes 
more and more clear. Yesterday I wished to go with 
my mother. On the first Sunday in Lent the pastor's 
wife had quarrelled with the housekeeper about some 
egga Mother could not get over it. I went to him 
alone. Ho is almost too reverential ; that oppresses 
me. I esteem him very highly, but can never say i 

BO to him; that would sound as if we took a mutual ' 

pleasure iu strewing incense ou each other He is a I 

quiet man and yet active, loving and zealons, one sees 
no extraordinary manifestation of it, but obsBrves it in r 

everything. If only his domestic cross were less heavy 1 | 

If 1 conld but work on the wife. Bat Netty and 
mother must be gentler with her, and not be so ex- 
clusive. It is true, Netty is quite in the wrong with 
har. I wjil speak to her about it; and Elizabeth too 
might ha different. Lord help usl Watch faithfully 
over our dear Kamem! 



i 



^^^^^138 JOACUIU TOS EAMERK. ^^^^H 

^^^^Lr "Abide flilh 111 !□ faithful lOTS, | 

^^^Hfe Thyhelp»DBedablatuipniTB - J 

- "-- ^ 

I Two yeare later. ■'| 

' EuMrUU. 

' Joachim lias been taken ti) the gjinnasiiiin; noir J 

he is gone, we do not understand why we tave done | 
it. "He 18 to be notLing more than a country gen- 
tleman," says my mother, he might liave atayed with 
ns. His doting mother Netty is gone with him. She 
might have stayed with mother. Klans is indignant 
about it. The pastor'a wife wishes to hold the young 
gentlemaa under her apron; but if a young fellow 
goes to schools and the University he must have free- 
dom; he strokes his moustache, and thinks of his 
University years. "But, Klaus," Ireplied, "our Joachim 
would not allow himself to be tied to apron stringsi 
think how he kept us all tied to apron strings here." 
"That is true," smiled Klaus, "ho is a thundering 
young gent, — a pity that be is not a Kamem." 
Joachim is loved by great and small. I do not know I 
how great and small will do without him. His absence j 

I is a great shock to my outer life. Netty also being | 

gone, I am quite alone with my mother. Shall I lei i 
Klizaheth and her children live in the wing? the house 
seems to me EO lonely. Mother has of late years be- | 
come much more quiet. I could be anxious; X sm i 
rather inclancholy to-day. But it must be so. Ths 
Lord comes and gives na a new warning. The more , 
lonely we are here, the more we are driven to UicOi 

J 
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He knows well that we are happiest in His love. Oh, 
Lord! I come. I will lay my weary heart in Thine; 
sometimes it seems as though it must have an earthly 
companion to share its loving and hoping, suffering 
and rejoicing, but only Brnnetimis; and it will become 
more and more sddom. If I had not already often 
experienced it, I might be sad, but I was never more 
lufpy, tluin when formerly I was very sad. I never 
bit richer, than when I supposed thsut I must suffer 
¥«nt. Tiierefore bless the Lord oh my soul! bless 
BSm beforehand 1 I will sing to the Lord all my life 
knig, and praise my Ood as long as I have my being. 
New I have begun to give praise, I would not cease, 
bat vomld praise and. praiae anew. Who can fathom 
it? H&e liord came to poor hmnanity, to love us, to 
ralcan us, and to make us happy. What is the world? 
W}|ai are our days on earth, compared to this eternal 
blessedness? Lord, here I am Thine; — fill me wholly, 
ud t^en, oh Lord, receive my souL Amen. 



Three years later. 

ICA May 1838 (oa th« day of my dear mother^s death). 

^ Oh Frloid of «oaW, how weU is me, 

Whenever Thy love my spirit calms! 

From sorrow^ dnngeoB forth I flee, 

And hide sm in Thy sheltering arms. 
The Bight of weeping flies asray 
Before the heart-reviving ray 
Of leva, that heams from oat Thy breast ; 
Hera is my hearan on earth begun; 
Who were not joyfdl had he won 
In Thee, oh God, hie joy and restl** 
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JoacLim tlie first to Joachim the second. 



I am Sony that I cannot tread in 
my late dear mother, with your favonrita long descrip- 
tions of home. You know I am not fond of writing, 
I am ont of practice, I would rather come myself. X 
have committed to Klaus the younger to inform yoa 
about the family; Elizaheth will add abont the village. 
I must just mention to your mother, how I get on with 
the clergyman's wife; not in order to praiee myself 
no: just to show yoor mother, that she is wrong when 
she says, "my character is not fitted to work on hers." 
It ia not a question of character. We must bring the 
Lord Jesus into our character, and a heart full of 
love. Yes, dear Netty, I must scold yon, and wish to 
prepare you to be very friendly towards our clergy- 
man's lady, when you are here. 

There is no one left at Olshausen. Alfred is ex- 
pected with his family. Aunt writes the bath has not 
stiited uncle. He is to go to Berlin to he nearer bia 
physicians. It is feared that his strength is nearly 
gone. Joseph has written that he wishes to meet you 
here in the holydays. He wishes to stay some weeks 
here, with wife and children. Elizabeth is already 
considering how she can best take in all the gaests. ' 
Since midsummer yon know she has lived in the side 
wing. I am well satisfied with it. She has to lead 
the whole household, and I sometimes hear voices and 
footsteps in the great house. Only I think the children 
are far naughfiar than you were in your youth. Yester- 
day I could not find one of my many canes; — they 
had fetched them out of my room in order to ride in 
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tliG meadow, and liad carried them all away. You 
would have hronght me aome hack. Yet the pleaflnrea 
vhlcb I have from the childroa are g;reater than the 
duturbances. Little Maudlin is especially dear to me. 
Write to me when the holydays come tiear. Will you 
not come hy water? I should prefer it, and thea I 
eould Bend for yon from Luttensen. 
God he with yon! 

Your 

Joachim von Kamern. 



Many thanks for your love, but it cannot he ao. 
Tlie first lonely winter will indeed be hard to me, but 
I have prepared myself for it. All will go well. I am 
a very weak man. Your love and your presence would 
spoil me. I dread the separation and any new change. 
Wb will leave it according to the old agreement. You 
sKall continue at your studies till Easter, and then 
ihall begin yonr economical career as proprietor of 
Imbbendorf, on your own little property. Bachmann 
with his Dora shall stay a year with you. Now too 
yaw aro coming for a holyday visit. Life is alwayB 
rich and lovely; — we have ho much for which to 
iLauk the Lord. I have the autumn before me, when 
my house will bo cheerful, and contain many dear 
people. Then comes winter with its festival. Per 
tW first time, I shall celebrate it alone; but the Lord 
tnowfl what He is doing, He will know how to cole- 
bmte it with me. 

At Easter, yon will he near me again, and we 
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shall be good neigitbonrs. Dear Joaehim, I love jo% 
dearty. The Lord bless 7011^ my dear son, my dear 
brother and friend. • 

Tour 

JOACHDC TOK KaMEBK. 

10th October 1818. 

I do not deserve so mnch lore. I wish also to 
live more with the good people of Kamem. The 
reading-evenings were rather burdensome to me last 
season; they ought to give me pleasure. My little 
choir consists almost entirely of my godchildren. I 
particularly wish to celebrate Advent with them, and 
to give them nice presents at Christmas. The infant- 
school in the church-yard comer was touching, but 
very ludicrous too, and I was obliged to control my 
laughter. Old Christabel with her sceptre is peculiar, 
and so are her theories about the education of children; 
yet I could say nothing against it, and the clergyman^s 
wife is excellent there. The lectures which I give to 
the children she takes very well; it gets on better and 
better. But Klaus and Elizabeth and their children 
concert together to make my heart soft, — Elizabeth in 
her thoughtful way that nothing should be wanting on 
my birthday-table. But Maudlin played the beet trick. 
During the lively celebration, she had quietly emptied 
my wafer box, and stuck all the waf^s on the sofa 
and carpet. EHzabeth was shocked, but I would not 
suffer the child to be punished. She thought she was 
doing such a splendid thing, and her little brother 
Andrew thought so too. 80 one celebration has driven 
away the other; I am not come to myself yet But 
Cousin Alfred did not seem satisfied, especially that 
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my choir liad their table with us in tlie ptkrloar. I 
thonght that the best part of the- dinner. They sang 
such splendid songs between every course; — without 
that I ahonid not have patiently seen Elizabeth's many 
courses brought on. Now I am almost weary with ho 
much exertion, hot yet I can thank Thee, Thou dear 
Lord — thank Thee for all Thy mercy and faithful- 
ness; and Lord, help me Btill! I wish to be truly 
Thine, to depend for ever on Thy grace; and thou, 
dear Mother, up above, perhaps thou, in Thy blisHful 
dream, wilt have some sense that it ia going well with 
ihy Joachim, 



DsAR Joachim, 
Cncle wants me. Aunt writes pressingly. I will 
atart to-day. Address your next letter to Berlin. At 
Olshausen all three children have the scarlet- fever. 
William and Frederic are out of danger. Alfred and 
his wife are an:iioU3 about the little one. Jnlia has 
lost all composure; for four nights I have sat up there, 
simply on the condition that she should sleep, but she 
has not done it yet. To-day I send Elizabeth instead 
of myself. 

Dear love to your mother. 

Your 

JoAcnt.v von Kambbn. 



To whom will you flee for help? Human help is 
of no use. Ah, Lord, our misdeeds have deserved it, 
but yet help for Thy name's sake. How terrible it is 
when a man is struggling with death; yes, struggles. 
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stands up against it, and will not go forward for fear 
and horror. That is the world's extremity of death. 
Oh, thou wicked world! thon who recompensest thy 
children with such an end, where is thy wisdom, thy 
pleasure, joy and honotir? All gone! terror only re- 
mains and the pang; there remains death. I have 
summoned Alfred, if need were I could command him; 
here is his place at the death-bed of his father. I have 
urged him to kneel down. Behold here the extremity 
of death, and there is no other help than from above. 
Julia is still softened and touched by the loss of her 
child. Alfred's heart also. Aunt Emma has long ago 
learned to raise her hands in prayer. We knelt by 
the bed and prayed to the Lord. Oh, we poor human 
creatures! we would willingly preach a man into salva- 
tion and yet cannot; our words fly o£P like foam from 
the rock of an unbelieving heart But, Lord, Thou 
canst do it One gracious look from Thee, and the 
heart is softened. Oh, have mercy; help, Lord, give 
us the faith which removes mountains, and which can 
also enlighten dark hearts. 

Berlin, SOi lliureb 1889. 

Dear Joachim, 
Uncle expired to-day. The Lord has been very 
gracious. May he be happy with Him. I travel ba(jc 
to Kamem to-day. I should be veiy glad to see you 
there soon, I feel exhausted, and have a great lon^g 
£qt you. We will keep Passion-week together; and at 
the dear and joyfal feast of Easter, you shall settle 
into your new home. God be with you. 

Your 

JOAOHIM VON KaMERH. 




Theresa is here. She shows a joyful face to the 
world, — only to the world — not to her mother — not 
to me. To-day was a quiet Sunday, — - the sky cloudy. 
I remained after church alone in the church-yajd. I 
stood a long time under the lime-treea hefore the grave, 
My heart waa anxious, and fiiU of melancholy; the 
world was sorrowful to me, I longed to depart and to 
be with Christ, - — everything, everything over, and my 
weak heart at rest, I heard footsteps. It was Therosa. 
She seemed at first irresolute whether to come nearer, 
but Bhe came. She gave me her hand. "Joachim," 
Hhe 8aid gently, and theu tears cjioked her voice. I 
was strong and was able to subdue my grief. We are 
so far on our way now, both so young and yet already 
old. She laid a bunch of roses on the edge of the 
grave. "I loved her very much," said Theresa gently, 
"and, Joachim, she has also forgiven me." We stood 
in silence before the grave, — our hearts full of longing 
after peace. Yes, Lord, ho far she has come, help her 
to attain it. Anna came from the little house in the 
chnrch-yard comer. We went to meet her, she is a 
lovely child. It gives me great pleasure that she is to 
stay here next winter and here to be evangelically 
confirmed. Theresa ia set upon it, and auut Emma 
supports her. Anna is amiable, a clear head full of 
power and sweetness, it almost seems to me as though 
my mother's spirit were in her — perhaps her blessing 
as a god-mother, and the blessing of the Lord. He 
wishes already in youth to make up to the child what 
her parents must lack. I am enjoying myself very 
mnoh at Luhbendorf. Aunt Emma and Anna are gi- 
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ing with me; Theresa goes back to Nice, her hoHband 
hopes to gather new etrengtli there; he is, like all con- 
BUinptive people, full of enjoyment of life, and sanguine 
hopes. Anna likea so much to stay here. The Lord 
help me to be something to the child! She attacha) 
heraelf to mo with touching affection. For the winter 
she has asked for a little room in the house in the 
church-yard comer; there she wishea to help old 
Christabel, and to keep me company. Aunt wishes to 
get Emma von Haineggen for the winter aa a gover- 
nesB and companion for Anna. That would be pleasant 
to me, but Emma is very much in request. We scarcely 
Bee her in onr circles, unless there is some urgent 
neceesity in a household. She must above all counsel 
and help her, and is very faithful. It wonld be very 
desirable for little Anna; therefore, 1 will myself ask 
Emma about this service of love. 



"We are spending golden days here at Lnbbendorf. 
One thing vexed me: that Joachim quarrelled so with 
Annie. Uer faults lie more in habit and education. 
Bhe cannot suddenly be a iishcr-maiden at Lnbbendorf. 
But the youtli is obstinate, and has had a great dispo- 
sition towards imperiousneas from his youth; he does 
not understand how to go on with such a delicate 
maiden. To-day I got rather angry, and said to him 
if Annie was so disagreeable to him, we wonld leave 
Lnbbendorf. He came up to me, pressed my hand and 
did not say a word, but a bright tear ran down on his 
young heard. It went very much to my heart. I re- 
called my hard words, and comforted him, and begged 
him veiy kindly to be more amiable to Annie, uid 
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also repreaented to him that the child, if she is often, 
in hifl presence, capriciona and irritable, hue shown her- 
self at the hottom very kind to him. She decks his 
room with flowers for him; takee care when he comes 
in from the fields, or from any other business, about 
his favourite refreabments; and, more than all, rjnielly 
Beeks to read something from his eyes. To-day I think 
I have convinced him of bis fault. He cheerfully pro- 
mised amendment, and at evening prayers I observed 
by his softened frame of mind, and the choice of his 
text that he sincerely means it. The Lord possesses 
the heart of my dear Joachim. How it moves me 
when I see him perform bis spiritual duty as master of 
the house! Nef^ wished to give it over to me daring 
jay stay here, hut I am his guest and he must remain 
the master to his people and domestics. I know too 
from experience what a blessing such spiritual service 
exercises on ourselves in early youth. Now, dear Lord, 
help him on; help us all on. The days here are so 
beautiful, so peace^l, and if my spirit has no great 
power of soaring, it has patience for waiting. A 
Christian learns by experience not to be too joyful or 
confident in time of strength, and not to be faint- 
hearted in weakness; for the Lord sends such trials to 
his faithful ones. OL, dear Lord, I wait patiently till 
Thou come nearer to me again, and shalt make mo 
again richer in Thy grace. I am stiD Thy beloved 
child. Amen. 

(Three years later.) 

IBtli Pobniar)' ISiSI, 

Klans and Elizabeth are right. It would be tempt- 
11^ the Lord to travel to Lubbendorf in saQh. v«atJ^«t\ 
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the roads are lost, the snow is driving; I cannot see 
the church nor the lime-trees. I feel to-day like an 
impatient child. I should like to keep his birthday 
with my Joachim; loneliness is burdensome to me to- 
day. How the wind howls in the chimney, and how 
quiet and large the house is, and my heart so empty! 
I am become weak, very weak. I do not see the sun 
through the drifting snow, my heart is weary and cannot 
raise itself Have I not abready lived through lonely days 
and lonely years? At dinner to-day I only tasted food 
from love to Elizabeth; it was so quiet around me, and 
alas so silent in my heart Elizabeth asked if we 
could not invite the clergyman. I can have no one 
here, I am too miserable. I have even put off Maudlin^s 
visit. So I sit with the pen in my hand, because I 
have not strength to seek consolation and want to spend 
the time. Oh, my dear mother, thou art looking so 
kindly at me, shall I soon come to thee? I am still 
young; may still live a long time. Dear faithful Lord, 
Thou hast so often helped me. Help me also to-day, 

*^ Oh Friend of souls, how well is me 
Whenever Thy love my spirit calms 
From sorrow's dungeon forth I flee 
And hide me In Thy sheltering arms.^ 

Oh, I should like it well, oh Lord I Lord. 

19th Febmwy. 

Thou art my faithful Lord. I may come. — Then 
why should I sorrow. If I still have Christ who will 
take Him from me? who will rob me of heaven, which 
the Son of God has already bestowed on my faith? 
Lord! my Shepherd, fountain of aU joys. Thou art 
mine; I am Tlune^ no man can separate us. I am 
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Thine, because Thou hast given up Thy life, and Tliy 
blood for my good. Thou art mine, because I embrace 
Thee, and do not let Thee go, oh I my light, out of my 
heart Oh, let me, let me go where Thou mayst 
embrace me, and I Thee. Lord, I thank Thee that 
already light arises in my soul. — 

20th Febrnary. 

Lord, I love Thee dearly and am very happy. 
What was it? The veil has fallen off, I possess Thee 
again. I am very weak; without Thy strength, I am 
nothing, nothing at all, oh, abide with me! I was in 
the garden, the sun shining brightly. I picked some 
snow-drops, they are now before me, their tiny bells 
ring in the spring; oh, that they might do so sdso for 
my soul I Dear Lord, I am Thine, Thou art mine; 
no man can separate us, and should it appear so, I 
cling to Thy grace — I am Thy child — Thou canst 
not let me go. 



Easter 1842. 



* '* In the bonds of death He lay, 
Who for our offence was slaln| 
But the Lord Is risen to-day, 
Ohrist hath brought us life again, 

Wherefore let us all rejoice. 

Singing loud with cheerful voice. 

Halleli^ah!** 



Kamem, 20th May 1842. 

Dear Joseph, 
You desire to hear from us again; that rejoices me 
much — very much and you shall have a long letter 
for it. But why do you speak so very sentimentaUy 
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of the past pleasure of youth, and of old age? I feel 
nothing of it. Dear Joseph, take care that jour 
children do not get an old papa before their time. 
A Christian has the privilege of being always young 
and cheerfal. If at times it is torn from him, he mnrt 
quickly ask it again from the Lord. I know a^ about 
such times of weakness, and my life abounds in them, 
but I have always found that it was designed to make 
my faith more joyful, and the grace of God more 
abundant within me; and that my life became thereby 
enriched with greater joyfulness of heart Dear Joseph, 
you must come to me with your family this summer, 
and go with me to Lubbendorf. Joachim has had a 
little wing built for the bathing visitors; you mutt in- 
augurate it with me, and learn from me to forget your 
age* Am I high-minded? Oh no; but I sometimes 
feel the sure foundation so sure within me, that I can- 
not help being a little bold. But now at last to the 
subject — you wish to hear how things are looking 
with us. On Thursday I sat under my beeches, and 
looked down on my own little bit of land. The May 
is in full beauty and flower, and I think I have never 
seen it so beautifiiL My dear Kamem is still very 
dear to me; it lay far below me enwreathed with white- 
blossomed trees and golden oaks; and, on the left, 
Olshausen also attired in white and with fresh green, 
and the lake clear as a miiror, and birches and beeches 
in May green, and the blue sky above me so tender 
and bright, and the air so soft and yet fresh, and the 
birds so joyful, and the bees so busy. I felt youthful, 
there was an impression that something special would 
happen. Attend, dear Joseph. My thoughts wind 
memories were youthful. llieresa^s image mingled 
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with them in youthful beauty, loveableuess, and love 
to me. She might have been mine, I thought, if I had 
been more confident. I thought my foes stronger than 
they were. I ought in all quietness and love to have 
had more confidence against the world, more courage 
and boldnesB, I ought not to have suffered my own 
to be torn from me. Poor fool that I wasl Yet I 
thought further I could not have done it, and it was 
to be, and my quiet life is surely best for me, and my 
home is beautiful; and such a May-day wondroualy 
beautiful, and a little longing and melancholy belong 
to it, and no longer make me mournful. In my enthu- 
siastic mood I could not help looking at (be glory of 
the spring, and sat there a long time. Then I heard 
footsteps on the path from Olahansen,^ — a young girl 
in a white dress and largo straw-hat, with blue ribbons, 
came out from the beech-green. "Uncle Joachim!" 
she cried eagerly, and hastened to me. It was Annie. 
I knew that something special would bappen to-day. 
"We are there!" she said joyfully. "We are no longer 
subjects of the Emperor, we shall either live in the old 
wing at grandmamma's, or our compact holds good 
about the house in the church-yard comer," 1 had 
been obliged to promise her when she was here last, 
if she really wished it, to sell her the church-corner 
house. She wished to live there with Emma Haineggen 
(who has become a great friend of hers and of Theresa's), 
and there to endeavour in every way to serve the 
Lord. Now she told mo with emotion of the life at 
Nice, of her father's death, it ia very nearly a year 
since he died. Like all consumptive people, lie would 
not believe in death until his strength suddenly failed. 
Alfred set off immediately in order by Theresa's wish 
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to settle affairs. It was then so bad that the old uncle 
who had taken matters into his own hand, had spoken 
decidedly of a bankmptcj; after a yearns computation 
the residt is, as Anna very innocently related, that 
they are no longer ^^ subjects of die Emperor;'^ and, 
after covering their debts, only a small sum remained. 
Anna tells me so earnestly, and sincerely of her desire 
to be here, that I willingly believe it. She is become 
far more beautiful in the last two years, very much 
like her mother, only Theresa was gentler and more 
tender, and her eyes brighter. Anna's eyes are daik- 
blue, with long dark lashes; her voice has a deep tone, 
and on her brow dwells strength of will, or even de- 
fiance. I must be careful that I do not get henpecked. 
We both have a talent for it Theresa is a quiet pale 
widow. Oh, Joseph, how it pained my heart to see 
her; it was as if I must sorrow with her, as though I 
ought not to feel young and cheerfdl by her side; and 
yet I felt in my heart and senses the loveliness of the 
May. Towards evening came Joachim. I was afraid 
it would be with Anna as it was before, but they were 
very courteous to each other. I shall advise Joachim 
to be on his guard; the maiden is no longer easily 
pleased. I observed that they bear much resemblance 
in character to each other; therefore they agree so 
badly, and I have a difficult position; I love them both 
very much. Joachim stayed here. To-day we were 
together at Olshausen. Aunt is anxious about Theresa. 
We must cheer her up and divert her; she is so silent, 
often sits for hours together absorbed in thought, in 
the afternoon too she wandered out alone. But there 
i3 nothing to be done. She has been diverted enough 
in her life-time; repose is now natural and necessary 
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too. The Lord must help her. Anna brought lis back 
through the park. She seems very happy here. I only 
fear one thing. Alfred will very much disturb her in 
hei plans. His life is cold and empty, and if he had 
the talents of his father, he would still Hve differently. 
Fortonately also Julia counter- balances him. Sbo 
strives to have a Christian household, though not thor- 
oughly wanned with Christianity within. To-day it 
came to a qnarrel between AL&ed and Anna. He 
wishes to make something distinguished of her. "She 
is a Countess Stadlein," he says; "she inherited the 
name &om her father, she has money enough &om her 
mother, to enter respectably on the world," He tries to 
stir up her pride especially by raiUery. Yesterday ho 
was telling about Theresa's young life and inclinations, 
that she had never learned to comprehend her position, 
that in her powers of usefulness she might rival the 
best dairy-maid, and "the taste of my dear niece, the 
Countess Stadlein, appears very much in goose-breasts 
and dumplings, and to incline very much to the below- 
stairs in house and company." Anna rose at these 
words, I believe almost angry, hut with great adroit- 
ness, she called in the help of pleasantry. She sud 
she wished to be treated like a grown-up young lady, 
that she knew perfectly what beseemed her position, 
and also knew exactly her duties towards those below 
stairs. She had lived long enough in the haut« voUe, 
and prized the cleverness of a good dairy-maid, or 
that of old Chriatabel iu Jhe church corner, more highly 
than the arts of the groat world. "That is my view," 
she said, "and now I throw you down the gauntlet, 
that I will defend this view — only speak earnestly, 
unde." Julia c[uickly interposed. She feels deeply 
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Alfired^s deficiency in intellectual matters, slie also 
knew that Anna bad an ally in me. When we were 
in the garden afterwards, I warned Anna to be more 
careful not to offend tbem. "Ob, dear Uncle," sbe 
answered eagerly, "compliance is not always rigbt 
One must be decided witb Uncle Alfred, he only has 
courage with a cowardly foe." I could not help laugh- 
ing, nor Joachim either. The girl is right Besides, 
I am afraid, sbe finds in Joachim a too active-minded 
companion, compared with Alfred. When we three 
cousins are together I am always obliged to deaden 
the fire. I have now been walking for a long time 
with Joachim «p and down before the castle, that is 
to say each one alone. The moonlight is to beautifbl, 
and all over the blooming world; the nightingnles are 
singing. When I looked at the moon I could not help 
thinking of Theresa^s pale face, but the more I looked 
up the more brightly and peacefully she looked down 
on me. 

♦ " My Jesus, stay Thou by me, 
And let no foe como nigh n^. 

Safe sheltered by Thy wing; 
Bat would the foe alarm me, 
O let him never harm me. 

But stUl Thine angeli round me sing I** 

And now, dear Joseph, you know how things are 
looking with us, come yourself and live with us. 
Answer soon and that you accept my invitation. 
Joachim sends you a pressing invitation and joins in 
love with me. 

God be with you! 

Your 

Joachim. 



JOACHIM VON 



Sear Joseph, 
Delig^t^ that you are coming! and Sophie must 
take up no anxieties, but bring all tbo children and 
servants with her. Elizabeth is delighted to be active 
njain. She wished especially on account of the height of 
ilie season which has opened here, to be able to introduce 
novelties in the house; especially in one room, there 
»aa to be new furniture. She values the good reputa- 
tion of Caatle Kamern. 1 too would willingly have 
pnt my hand in my pochet; but Anna strictly forbade 
il. She does not wish to miss one atool from its ac- 
cBstomed place. Joachim agreed with her, and bo we 
old people have acquiesced. 

Elizabeth says, "CounfeBs Anna is right, it is ua- 
necessafy, Castle Kamern has no need of embellish- 
ment;" and I am delighted that she tliinka nothing of 
outward show, and was, for once, more senaible than 
old Elisabeth. Thus things stand here, dear Joseph. 
You see who haa the management, but we stand quietly 
by, sod so will you too. Anna is now with great in- 
ventiveness providing for the pleasure of your children. 
Netly, in order fully to enjoy yon, wiBhea to be here 
for ft forbiigbt, and then we shall settle down by the 
aea-side. Anna was very sorry not to be able to bo 
li«r« entirely for the fortnight, but Wfl must be careful: 
the grandmother and Alfred begin to he jeali 
bnve great pleasure in he* ewnpatty, and Theresa ap- 
poBirs to favour it. I have already oflen met her kindly 
a[iprovaI, whea Anna Ja ataading by me and acting 
tHough my affection to her were her right. Theresa 
ia getting to take more part in things Dow. Annie 
t*js she enjoys herself especially at Lubbendorf, 
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Theresa and Annie and the grandmother will go with 
us. And now may the Lord lead you safely! 
You will find the carriage at the desired place. 

Your faithful 

JOACHDC. 



Of the beautiful summer-time in Lubbendorf, 1842, 
recorded for possible lonely days in winter, and as a 
remembrancer that the Lord gives me good days, and 
more cheerful than gloomy times, and that I should 
not be rebellious or unthankfuL 

15th Jaly. 

We had morning service together for the first time 
The sun was in the clear blue sky; so shall Christ tx 
the Sun pf our days — the Lord of our life. Amen. 

We breakfasted in the honey-suckle bower, th< 
reddish blossoms rested against such pure blue; th( 
bed of roses and lilies just by, was also wonderful]} 
beautifol. We used the early part of the morning foi 
going to the shore. We sat down on the cliff, above 
the fishing huts. JosepVs children were playing oi 
the beach below; the great boys were rocking them* 
selves in a boat, the little ones looking for shells; theu 
meny voices sounded up to us. I thought of £he timi 
when I was young, and when Joachim used to plaj 
down there. Now he is standing beside me a bearded 
youth, but closer to my heart year by year. May the 
Lord take him ever nearer to His heart Our part} 
was very lively. 

From a full heart we sang, 
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* '* Day-spring of Eternity I 

Dawn on us this morning-tide. 
Light from Light*8 exhaustless sea, 
Now no more Thy radiance hide, 
But dispel with glorious might 
All our night. 

Scattered by Thy cheering ray, 
Are the clouds which wrapped us all ; 
Which have darkened all oar day, 
Since our father Adam^s fall: 
Yet, Lord, in Thy glorious light 
All is bright. 

Let the morning dew of love 
On our sleeping conscience rain ; 
Gentle comfort from above 
Flow through lifers long parchftd plain; 
Water daily us Thy flock 
From the rock. 

Let the glow of lore destroy 
Cold obedience faintly giyen; 
Wake our hearts to strength and Joy 
With the flushing eastern heaven, 
Let us truly rise ere yet 
Life hath set. 

To yon world be Thou our light, 
O Thou glorious Sun of grace ; 
Lead us through the tearful night, 
To yon fair and blessed place. 
Where to joy that never dies 
We shall rise." 

Now the sea is mnrmoring through the quiet night, 
lie day was tranquil as the evening, and passed away. 
\o cloudlet troubled the heaven above us or the heaven 
iiiiin us. 

18th July. 

Joseph's children hung on my arms, and on my 
^t-tails. Joseph does not understand it. ^^My dear 
iPow/' I said to hiiQ, '^do not be bo &lQni> lis^V. V:)^ 

1Q« 
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solemn I " We have pretty many roguish tricks together, 
and bring life into the company. I am glad that I 
have not forgotten the way. Joachim has been qniet 
for some time; he ought to be a more lively host. But 
again it is a good thing that he leaves us alone; every 
one lives according to his pleasure. Anna on the con- 
trary plays with us children. I am glad of it, I was 
afraid she was getting too sensible. To-day we have 
carried the last load of hay, crowned with a wreath of 
roses. I am leading quite a lounging life — my old 
weakness. I might be classed now with the young 
steward, who had to give his father an account of his 
life in his apprenticeship. He says that he generally 
spends the forenoon and till the co£Pee-hour in eating, 
and drinking, reading, and walking, and repose; "the 
rest of the time I have to myself." The time which 
I have to myself, I often spend with old Valentine, 
walking on the hiU. Valentine at seventy-nine, can 
no longer cast the net; his grandsons attend to that; 
but his mind is bright enough to look back over his 
life, and to look up to the Lord of all fishermen — the 
Fisher of our souls. I was rowing with him to-day in 
the starlight; as we came back, Joachim and Anna 
with Joseph's boys were singing quite low, and in 
subdued evening tones, an evening-hymn; it was borne 
to us by the water, and we both joined in. 

23rd July. 

In spite of the rain, announced by the weather wise, 
and desired by every one, we made. up our party to 
the high forest lodge. I gave over the young people 
to Joseph and Sophie, they went on foot. I drove 
with Aunt Emma, Ketty and Theresa. Theresa WM 
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more lively than ever, her cheeka had ti rosy flnsh; 
she had that child-like and innucont expression which 
touches my heart. She was more lovely and more 
heautifiil to-day than her daughter, and there waa 
something shining through it hy whi:;h I eould irniigine, 
how she will appear to ua some day as a glorified 
angel. 

Theresa, I believe, now understands my love, she has 
a sense of it, in spite of my distance, her soul is open, 
and my soul sings thanks and praise to the Lord 
for it 

We were sitting before the foreKt lodge, under the 
emhowering beech- trees. Theresa and Anna were 
making garlands with the children. The blue sky be- 
came more misty, scattered clouds rose at noon, and 
sometimes there was a sound of distant thunder. We 
wished to set off home, hut the old forester assured us 
that no shower was to be expected till late in the 
evening or till night. We liked so much to stay. We 
ah BO much enjoyed the solitude of forest and sea. But 
llie sky became grey, single drops fell, a light breeze 
moved the beech-leaves, Sea-hirda restlessly gathered 
round the watch-tower by the sea. 

Our old Indies wished to go quickly home. Joseph 
)lso advised it, but we young people, (I sincerely 
reckon myself among them), were in favour of staying. 
In the first place we could not get home dry, and a 
Btorm up on the hill would he magnificent. We stayed: 
and dispersed ourselves according to pleasure, in order 
to watch the approaching storm. I stood alone, on a 
jut of rock over a little bay. The clouds towered up 
Tery dark blue, they rolled nearer and nearer. The 
tky became deep violet; the waves foamed restlessly 
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in portentous whiteness. Single gusts of wind msliec 
in, and roaring, drove the water into the bay, and oi 
to the rocks, the thunder was rolling constantly in ilu 
distance; the air was sultry, the earth thirsty. I thought 
as it is here in nature, so it is also widi men. The 
sunshine of prosperity is delightful, and shines cheeril} 
over life; but our heart is weak, it becomes dry and 
weary with it; until Heaven shakes it 'with Hji 
tempests, and the rain of grace and blessing followi 
the storms of misfortune; whereby it rises refreshed 
to growth and increase, and feels better, under the 
tranquil cloudy sky, than in the dazzling beams oi 
the sun. 

Suddenly the thunder rolled quite near me, a whirl- 
wind arose, it lashed the beech-twigs one against an- 
other, and the sea rose in angry tumult I hastened 
my retreat. By the watch-tower, however, Joachin 
and Anna were standing much at their ease. Anna^ 
hair was floating in die wind. Joachim had placed 
himself protectingly at her side. Now they followed 
my call. I know not what strange thoughts came tc 
me for the first time. Anna and Joachim are, witfa 
great resemblance, also very different: to my sorrow, 
they still bicker much too often, but that often 
shows only the desire for a more perfect mutual under 
standing. 

It would not be impossible — and for me it would 
be the crown of all the benefits the Lord has shown 
me in my life. I could not help constantly watching 
them both, and entered so deeply into it that I fell 
quite young again. The Lord often works in His own 
wondrous way. He could bring it about; and thereby 
isolve eveiy bitterness in my fate and Theresa^s. 
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Only one filing aurprises me, that otiiera have not 
made the same obaervation. I will not betray it; the 
world, ty untimely talk, often deatroys such tender 
buds. We found the company already in the parlour 
and anxious about ns. But Joachim, — I observed it, 
put on a diagniae, and did not trouble himself there 
about Anna. The storm of thunder and lightning 
becajne heavy, we had the full benefit of it. 

But it was growing late; the elder ladies were 
anxious about our return home, when the storm had 
gone to a distance it rained inceasantly from a grey 
Bttvarying aky. 

In spite of so little prospect of it, Anna prophesied 
tbat we should go home in bright aunabine. She was 
laughed at, but ahe kept to it. Netty entertained us 
meantime with the old forester's bread and butter, and 
lausage, and beautiful atraw-berriea. Wo stood by the 
open windowa, and drank in the refreshing acent. The 
rain rustled lightly on the beech-leaves; and on the 
^en graaa-plot below us, was feeding the foreater'a old 
fox, and quietly letting it rain on his fur. The young 
people envied him this enjoyment All at once late in 
the evening a ball of fire broke forth under the dark 
ridge of clouds. He threw his beams over the glittering 
green; they flew farther and farther, — a golden light 
flamed forth far over land and sea. Ko one knows 
who began it, but, as of one accord, there sounded 
loudly from our heart: "Praise the Lord- — the mighty 
King of glory." When this waa sung, we prepared for 
r journey home. Sophie took my place in the car- 
riage, I -went with the others. Anna had the triumph 
of our beginning our retani, with the last beams of t.K« 
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Sim; tkey did not reacli far, but our sougii reached dll 
we got homo- 

Asd now dear Lord, I thank thee for the beantiful 
daj; how, nmnyluiiety days in winter it must connter- 
baUoce- 

I have called to mind the t«xt, I will refresh the 
vetuy Houlfl and flatisfy the heavy laden sooIb. Ohf dear 
Lord, Thou hflBt ever done bo. 

SSa Jnlf. 

Old Vajentine has bad a dream, the dream lives in 
Hjy aool, I cMinot forget if. I wished to call the old 
man for n row. I found him alono before the hut, hiB 
peopio were at work, he bade me stay wi& him, ho 
woB too weak to row. Then he related to me Uie 
dream- "Master I never had Buch a vivid dream," etii 
ho — "a dream doea bat seem-," but it juay oHen also 
be a prophetic glimpse. I waB ^oin^ up all alone, the 
aea was as clear as a mirror, the sun was bright above. 
I rowed and rowed. I cast out the net, but could not 
get it ready, and thought at last you aia fooUBh t« 
trouble yourself; it is no longer work for you, you muat 
r?st end pray. When I was laying the net asid«, sad 
looking round me the country appeared quite onknown 
tp m@ ; and I saw, in the far far twilight, oitr share, 
our Iiubbendorf, my bnts and my grandsons. Thwi I 
was so afraid, and I thought why have you rowed ho 
fas? tiud how auxious those at home will be about you. 
Great longing for home Beieed me. I wished to turn 
the boat, h«t a mighty current here me tg the strange 
shore. When I could just see the shore, I feU great 
joy in my heart; for my dear kind master stands there, 
ftttd cftlls an4 beckons. Tciw not, Valentino,' yuo 
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Boid, 'I am oome before you, and I never wieli to go 
back, and yon will never wish to go back either.' I 
got up ont of the boat, aud stepped on to the land, 
and was dazzled and quite happj with the beanty. 
Heaveuly glory was around us, aud heavenly pesco. 
'Now,' you said, 'I must first put up a signal for 
my people, who have remained behind,' aud we went 
up into a mountain, and you opened a great banner 
half snow-white and half pnrple. — We are washed 
from our sina in the blood of the Lamb; if they always 
have the signal before their eyes, they will some day 
come to us. We saw our shore now quite in the far 
distance — a female form dressed in black was kneel- 
ing there, and stretching her arms towards us. 'She 
will follow me first,' you said joyfully. But now we 
saw our young master and some other people, up there 
DU the height, stick up just such a signal over the hut, 
and yoa said 'Now it is all right, Valentine, they have 
uaderBtood lue, now we will go on.' Then the dream 
waa over, but still when awake I saw everything 
plaisly, and plainly heard your words." 

Valentine's dream has strangely afieoted me. One 
often dreams wonderful stuff, but sometimes there is & mys- 
terious power in a dream, Valentine is seventy-nine; that 
he will soon cross over to the other land, I have often 
thought; but that I might go before him, never seriously 
came into my mind. We think of death, think also it 
is possible thou mayst die young, it may perhaps bo 
very soon; but yet our thoughts are not in earnest Life 
— dear, accustomed, daily life, obliterates every deeper 
impression. Therefore, Joachim, it is well thou shouldst 
be affected by the dream earnestly to think of heaven, 
to set in order thy house and thy aoul. If vt ^ ovi-j 
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a dream, if it is no prophecy, it may be a serious re- 
membrancer. Ah, Joachim will have nothing of pro- 
phecy, he is young and healthy, life looks so lovely to 
him now. Now Lord, what I cannot do Thou canst 
I pray Thee for a happy death; — whether it comes 
soon or comes late. Thou canst make easy what seems 
hard to us. Am I then afraid? No. I am like a 
child free from care, and lay myself on my Saviour's 
breast, and am comforted. 

2d August. 

I would willingly employ myself with thoughts of 
death, but I cannot sing 

" Though the night of death be fraught 
Still with many an anxious thought.** 

I have never been more full of joy and peace than 
now; it is as though there could be no death for me. 
Can that be the true foreboding of death? Should I 
slumber away like a child who is put to bed and sung 
to sleep by its mother? Dear Lord, let it be so.* I do 
not fear death, I have given myself to Thee, the white 
and red banner is my symboL 

My Saviour^s blood and righteousness, 
That Is my robe and costly dress; 
And, clothed in these my soul shall be, 
When Thou shalt call me home to Thee. 

ith August 

In a fortnight the festive time here will be over. 
We speculate enormously in order to make the most of 
it and we could not but have a glorious and delightful 
time here. 

There often passes a light over Anna and Joachim's 
frntures, which makes my heart young; Theresa's looks 



too rest kindly on Joachim. Could ahe Bee anything? 
Sorely my observations do not deceive me, and they 
also conceal nothing from me, they do not think me 
dangerous. To-day they looked together for four- 
leaved clover on the grass-plot Joachim waa very 
unskilful, but Anna gave him some, and he looked ho 
happily at the leaf, as thongh he were now at the goal 
of hie wishes. 



Tliere must have been wonderful doings at the 
tower of Babel; T could clearly fancy it to-day, it was 
just Uke it here. Julia and Alfred came with the 
cousins from the Marches. 

Netty used to stay there when slio was young; she 
saw the young people grow up, and baa always been 
rather intimate with them. Netty took me aside. "I 
beg you, dear Joachim, be rather condescending to- 
day: the cousins think your kindness and mildness are 
stupidity: you injure a good cause thereby. You must 
ieam to make an impression." I could not help laugh- 
ing, but I said, "on your responsibility I will do it; only 
tell me when it is enough." Then the confusion began. 
The greetings took place and wc sat down to table in 
the garden-parlour. The cousins with heads almost 
hetween their shoulders, and half closed eyes, lisped in 
a low voice: Joachim von Kamem did his utmost to 
make an impression on them. Joseph and Sophie 
looked on in astonishment, and when I, true to the 
character which had been enjoined upon me, implicated 
myself in a dispute with the cousins, Joseph suddenly 
broke out into a lond laugh. I was obliged to control 
myself that I did not join in, and Sophie's im'^tv^'oa. 
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looks recalled Joseph^s composnre. Joachim the second 
was in the plot; he beamed with distinguished courtesy, 
before which the artificialness of even Alfred and the 
cousins must come to nothing. Anna played the part 
natural to her in the presence of Alfred and Julia, she 
was cold and monosyllabic 

Netty put on her most homely behaviour; she acted 
towards Alfred and his guests, exactly as if she had 
only lately arranged their ties for dancing. Theresa 
was silent, and sometimes looked anxiously at Julia. 
Aunt Emma was uncommonly lively and amiable, and 
seemed to wish to put a crust of sugar over every- 
thing. She often talked meantime such disconnected 
and senseless stufiF, that I could not help wondering at 
the politeness of the cousins, between whom she sat 
and who assented to everything. So dinner passed off 
tolerably. After dinner Alfred and Julia had a secret 
conference with Aunt Emma and Theresa, which ex- 
ercised a strange influence on the general temper. 
When we were sitting at coffee in the bower. Aunt 
Emma said, with some embarrassment, and in a low 
voice, "Dear Joachim, Alfred and Julia wish very 
much that we should go back now.^^ "That I cao 
easily believe," said I laughing, "but we wish veiy 
much that you should stay." "We have been here a 
long time," she continued, "and I especially am long- 
ing for home." "I am sorry for that, but it depends on 
whether Theresa and Anna are also longing to go," I 
replied. "We will stay here," said Theresa, with unex- 
pected resolution. "Well then the matter is simple: 
every one has his liberty here," I said playfully, "if 
you wish, dear Aunt, to go home we wiU not be of- 
fended, and Theresa and Anna can stay as has been 
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proposed." General ailence followed tliia verdict and 
strange facea. I foand mjself the rest of the day in a 
thoroHgh miatrnderetanding. Only the couains remained 
unchanged, from Aunt Emma to Joachim, q^nite a 
change of character came oTcr tliem. Cotild Alfred 
and Jalia have heen offended that we have not invited 
them here as well? It is possible, but why were they 
80 unfriendly to Joseph and Sophie at Kainem ? They 
must be punished. And our life here would have 
been a tower of Babel from the beginning, if we had 
had them here. What a miserable joyless day it has 
heen! another proof what society is, when tlie spirit of 
God is absent. 



Uo the storms blow from hence? Now, .Toachim 
von Kaniem, yon will know not to give yourself airs 
only for joke. Stations are by God'e grace differently 
arranged, and I have a small one, or rather no small 
pride in my station, but God makes no rule without 
exception. He arranges circumstances so that the form 
is necessarily broken and a new path must he trodd«n. 
There! 

Netty rings her hands, her motherly heart over- 
flows, ■ — Joachim loves Anna. Alfred and Julia and 
Annt Emma are enraged at it. Aunt Emma has 
spoken to Netty "like a sister," as she called it. A 
Conntess Stadlein can never be a wife for Frederic, 
family discords and every kind of misfortune must fol- 
low flueh a Btepl — The ground of family discords lies 
somewhere else. The family is said to be prond of 
Joachim, and besides he is our Consin German, and 
looks like a true Kameru. Therel 
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Was that why Alfred was so friendly wiih him 
yesterday? an incomprehensible point to me in yester- 
day's confusion. Must we think that the storm only 
proceeds from the grandmother? detestable hypocrisy! 
I will show that I can have a will of my own. May 
the Lord strengthen me to persevere in my anger. I 
will set my house in order in such a way that Alfred 
shall wonder. There I 

9th AngiuU 

Joachim is very much cast down. I will not com- 
fort him too hastily. He must struggle through alone 
and obtain by conflict that for which his soul longs. 
Anna must help him; both may show that their love 
has no need of my help, then I shall be satisfied and 
will do what I will. I have persuaded Netty to be 
quiet We will do nothing, nothing at all, and will 
wait to see what position the hostile party 'will take. 
Aunt Emma has remained perhaps to keep watch. I 
have not been able yet to ask Theresa's opinion. 
Sophie and Joseph are preparing for their departure. 
There is nothing more to be done — the glory of our 
days is passed. 

14th AogoBt. 

I was walking alone in the garden, Annie came to 
me. She spoke of the parting, and said, she should ieel 
unhappy at Olshausen, and should feel great weariness 
if she did not think of some special occupation for 
herself. She laid before me a weU-considered plan. 
An Infant-school is not needed; either the women do 
not go to work, or if they go, there are grandmothers 
or elder brothers and sisters. But a sewing-school is 
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needed; the tnotherH themsolvea do not uaderstaud sew- 
ing and knitting, they could not teach their daughters. 
Annie wishes to aew for the mission with the grown- 
up girls, and for the widows and orphans of the village, 
with the little ones, "But money is required for all 
that," said Annie. "You know, dear Uncle," she con- 
tinued, after a pause, and very much embairaBsed, 
"when I am twenty-one, 1 shall be of age, and come in 
for a little property, it is but little but I shall have some 
hundred thalera interest from it. I heg you till then 
to lend mo a hundred thalera a year. I will be sure 
to repay them." I was obliged to recollect myself in 
order gravely; to ask her, whether she had spoken about 
it to her guardian, " Uncle Alfred has flatly refused 
me," answered Anna eagerly; "theywere useless things; 
Olshausen had done very well without them hitherto, 
and could do longer." — I asked whether she had asked 
him kindly about it. "That is of no use," replied she 
quickly. "Emma Haineggen has already disputed with 
Mm the whole winter about it, when she was at 01s- 
liansen; he does not wish it, at least he will give no- 
tiing to it, and what we have already done in that 
way, we have been obliged to do secretly with Julia's 
belp." 

I then gave Anna to imderstand she should devote 
her time more to her mother than to other things, but 
far that also she was prepared. "It is just on my mo- 
ther's account that I do it, she longs for such employ- 
ment and will give all the necessary money for it, but 
I would rather give my own money," The wish was 
not nnreasonable. I thought the matter over and made 
bar another proposition which pleased her weli "Of 
the honae in the church-yard comer I have afterwards 
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dispoeed differently, bat for the present j<m can bold 
yonr sebool there, and anrange aeeording to jonr jnd^ 
ment I giro 70a abK> a sum with whieb 70a can 
freely manage and oondnct it** ** Splendid ! ^ cried Aula, 
'4hen I will go with mamma to the little boniM; there 
we shall be free and we shall see Castle Kamem gfinh- 
meriBg through the trees, and it is not so far to the 
beeches as it is from Ohdiansen." I was obHged to 
cheek her delight, and to tiy to convince her that she 
conld only take the management of the fittle bouse 
and of her property, but mnst stay "With her motbef at 
her grandmotber^s. She reconciled herself to itf and 
then with great vivaeity joiiied in the Olsbausen 
plans. 

Joachim came to ns. He seemed to wonder at 
AnnaV merriment She told him of my present, and 
added, I am so meny only on that acconnt At these 
words there was something peculiar in the tone of her 
Toice and in her looks: in his place, I should bare 
read a great deal in it. Perhaps be did so. Ob, I am 
not afraid for my two dear cbiHreti. 

iStfaAfigiliU 

No, I am not afraid. The faithful Lord will lead 
them. With Him, they entered upon ft, with Him, 
they will proceed: that is the chief thmg; everything 
else wSl order and anrange itseHl To-morrow we^ shsB' 
go away. I was going once more to i^ iSboro, when, 
as I came ottt of the Httle wood, I &ftitA Joachim nUd 
Anna who were standing under the tf eepnirg birdir. 1 
came up to ^em. The evening sky tras very beAuti*- 
ful, many l^le cloudlets bordered with gold, ^be se* 
Also BhMo, the' Acmj tho bats, the gtteik forest and 
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^tiiB faces of botli the dear ones shone efUl more beauti- 
fnlly. I felt that they were at the goal: they did not 
conceal it from me, they shared their happiness aad 
toiTow with me, and laughed and wept like children. 
I have laid a promise npoD them, to be silent for the 
present. I hare my motives for it. Joachim did not 
agree to it, but he may consent. Anna says I am 
iajipy enough, and will willingly keep it to myaelf as 
a secret Later we fetched Netty and Theresa to the 
shore; they also know nothing. Women are not fitted 
to arrange complicated affairs; besides Theresa has al- 
ways been the dependant child, and how childish and 
helpless she looked to me to-day! The star of evening 
was in the clear sky, we looked far up into it I could 
talk very happily of heaven, an ardent longing poa- 
aesaed me. It is well indeed that we do not know how 
beautiful it is there, or we might not be willing to stay 
bere below. The greatest happiness here is mingled 
with sorrow and unrest; it is only an uncertain good, 
ow heart can only possess it with fear and trembling, 
death is the last bitter accessory of earth. Oh, we were 
miserable indeed, if we had not the Lord Jesns already 
here. While as yet we cannot enjoy with Him the 
blessedness above, He brings it down to us: with Him 
every earthly fortune is an eternal inheritance; with 
Him every unrest becomes pea'ce; with Him death is 
ao death: for all which we have In Him here, we take 
with us to eternal life, if we are happy in Him here. 
1 thought of Valentine's dream, I was in the land of 
flory, and Theresa was stretching her arms towards 
liie cross of the Lamb, 

Oh Lord, let our hope, our longing rest on Thee 

,. Uone; Lord, help ns from the power of Satan and of 
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death. Ob Loidf I eould not be bappy without all 
those whom my heart loves; and now give faith, that 
blessed mystery which only springs from grace. Oh 
Lord, I win not let Thee go nnless Thou bless us. We 
sat on: the sea gave forth a gentle yet mighty murmur, 
sHver stars were playing over it — the reflection of the 
star-bespangled sky. We sang together 

Christ, myMNd^repoMl 

Wlio Thj equal knowi? 

Chief among ten thooaaad ehecUhed; 

Lite of thoM who elae had perlihed; 

Light firom Thee aroae, 

Christ, my soal*s lepoeel 

That I might be freed 

From my eresy need. 

Thou, the Life, of death haat tasted. 

And to hide my sins hast hasted. 

Me, ftt>m aU my need. 

Unto God to lead. 

Then, the light divine ! 
Ere time was didst shine: 
And, as onr Redeemer giren, 
Yelled in flesh the light of heaven 
Which is ever Thine ; 
Thou the light divine I 

Draw me close to Thee, 
That Thy love may be 
In my soul all dross refining; 
That I may, on Thee reclining, 
From my load be free: 
Draw me close to Thee. 

When death is at hand 

Thou wilt near me stand t 

Through the vale of death beside me^ 

Thou wilt on to glory guide met 

That I there may stand, 

Lord, at Thy right hand. 



So farewell, dear Lubbendorf, tbose were days of 
iaca, — vejfy beautiful dajB. 



Smmsni, ISth esplembGr IMS. 

DxAB Joseph, 

I have lately had mach to do, and labourB which 
ue impleasaiit to me. Legal adviserB and packets of 
papers have been in and out. Now all is arranged. 
It is a comfortable feeling to know your earthly honse 
m order. Yon wish to hear of Anna and Joachim. 
You shall soon know, the matter is as you foresaw. 
I do not share yonr fears, much wUl happen against it; 
tbey will be against it, bat we shall be for it and there 
irill be Another Who will he for it; and ao in spirit 
1 flee the matter accomplished. Alfred and Julia havB 
persuaded Aunt Emma and Theresa to go with them 
to their cousins in the Marches. Anna wished to 
protest, but I have laid npou her for this time to be 
very acqnteacent with her grandmother and uncle. 
Joachim also sensibly agreed with me, so she willingly 
consented. Alfred finds himself in the unpleasant 
poaition of all men of the world when they speculate; 
1m ia in constant suspense. He has an indescribable 
repugnance to Joachim. Aunt Emma shares it, but 
both seek to hide it from me. Alfred especially be- 
fisves that he thoroughly deceives me. A cousin who 
ia heir to an estate is alas for him a man of no small 
importance. Joachim does not desire money and 
property: this conviction is a comfort to me; that 
Anna loves him, loves liim just as he is, and for what 
is is, makes me at rest about my necessary aiTange- 
I BientB. I would not throw temptations and anaift* v'a. 
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their way. But what are money and property? how 
can they be a temptation? Are they not a great^ 
responsibility and an anxiety on the path of life? 
Would that all men were as convinced of it as I am. 
I see your Sophie smile at these words! '*He may 
well speak, he knows nothing of earthly cares ,^* she 
will say. dear clergyman^s wife, only confess! you 
have often hitherto made yourself needlessly anxious, 
and have unjustifiably restricted the jurisdiction of the 
Lord. 

We must pray, "Give us this day our daily bread;** 
in the Command to pray, we have also the Father*s 
promise, and a truly believing child has no earthly 
cares. But what do you understand by our daily 
bread? Examine yourselves. — I have the courage to 
advise you to still greater contentedness, and to less 
pretensions and vanity with the children. And now 
I have said all. Pardon me! my old desire of preach- 
ing comes on. I have not given up my promised 
autumnal visit, only I wish to keep my birthday here. 
Theresa and Anna will be back then. You are right 
Through Theresa and Annans presence, my life will 
assume quite another form. I am very thankful to the 
Lord that He has put an end to the loneliness of my 
days. I am a weak man in want of sympathy and 
loving company. 1 had many a heavy hour in the 
last lonely winter. Anna will bring life into our silent 
rooms. She has already quite settled into my mother's 
chamber. Elizabeth is very happy at it ''The spirit 
of the dear departed lady has come back to us again 
in her," she says. Dear Joseph, it is better that I 
should conclude now. I am weary and unstrung. 
The day before yesterday, the attorney was here for 



tihe last time. Yeeterdaj I made & roond in the house 
with Elizabeth, looked at her request into cheats and 
cup-boarda. I am tired with it and the lonely autumn 
days which I have before me are dear to me. The 
Bun shines so warmly here into the garden-parlour; ho 
long as chimney-fires auffice, I shall stay here; it is so 
lovely and beautiful here. I step out of the door into 
the grapery, and see how the aun is ripening the 
bunehea of grapes, and the gnats play and dauce be- 
fore me. Then I shut my eyes and think of nothing, 
and let myself be warmed and brightened by the sun- 
shine of the dear Lord. But the Lord be with you 
and your whole house. 
FaithfuUy 

Tout 

Joachim ton Kamekh. 

S71h Ssptsmbar. 

I have a constant heaviness in my head, yet I do 
not feel unwell; no, very well, and quiet and happy. 
I enjoy the bright warm autumn days. It is as though 
nattire wished, before her death, to shew herself iu all 
her beauty and to insinuate herself into our hearts. 
I walked in the sunshine-, the dahlias and asters shone 
in the gayest colours, the green turf ia more beautiful 
than in summer. Sometimes a golden leaf floats down 
from the birch-trees; beeches and oaks and lime-trees 
are blown hy the autumnal breeze; the blue sky stretches 
above in deepest blue. It is so silent, I hear my foot- 
iteps on the soft sandy ground, hear the trumpeting 
of the gnats, and the chirping of a robin in the elder, 
Sometimes Maudlin comes creeping in with her little 
brothers and aiaters, and plays quite gently with them. 
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They lay golden leaves upon the garden seat, and rosy 
apples and other small autnmnal froits npon them, 
ornamented with gay petals of flowers. I enjoy my- 
self at their table, and am helpful to them in gathering 
the fimits and flowers. To-day I gave them bunches 
of grapes as a finish, then I sat in the niche of the 
vine, and watched their quiet play. Good children 
look like angels, I felt as if I were in heaven. I 
struck up my hymn which for several days has touched 
my heart and Maudlin, who knows many hymns, joined 
softly in — Yes. 

• " Oh Love, Who formedst me to wear 
The image of Thy Oodhead here; 
Who BOQghtest me with tender care 
Through all my wanderings wild and drear; 
Oh Love, I give myself to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

Oh Love, Who lovest me for aye, 
Who for my oonl dost ever plead ; 
O Love, Who didst my ransom pay. 
Whose power snfftceth in my stead, 
Oh Love, I give myself to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be. 

Oh Love, Who once shalt bid me rise 
From out this dying life of ours ; 
Oh Love, Who once above yon skies 
Shalt set me in the fadeless bowers: 
Oh Love, I give myself to Thee, 
Thine ever, only Thine to be.^* 

Amen, Amen. 



These are the last written words of the late Joachim 
von Kamem. From the 27th of September till the 
4th of October, he attended to his afiPairs as usual. 
He visited the children at the singing-school, in the 
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honae in the clinrch-yard comer. On Friday, the 30th 
of September, he held evening service with the men of 
the village. Sunday, the 2nd Octeher, he was at 
chm'ch for the laat time. In the afternoon he talied 
with the pastor about a kind of Sanday-Bchool, or at 
least Sunday occupation for young men. He wished 
to know them pleasantly employed on a Sunday, and 
in that way to keep them from sinful desecration of 
the Sabbath. He also with the pastor arranged the 
library of the village, and gave him a commiasioa for 
new purchases of hooks. Monday, Tuesday, and 
Wednesday, Elans and Elizabeth were thoughtful 
about hia state of health; they were very much struck 
with luB condition. They often found him sitting on 
the sofa with his eyea open; when they spoke to him, 
he gazed at them, and only answered after a long 
time. Elizabeth urgently begged him to leave the 
garden-parlonr, and to take to his room, but he would 
not break away from it. The days were still so warm 
and beautiful, and he could here enjoy them in their 
freshness. In those days he would not have Maudlin 
out of his sight, and she employed herself either in the 
sunny grapery or by the fire, and received a commis- 
sion from Elizabeth always to keep up the fire. Tet 
on Thursday Elizabeth was so anxious about her 
master, that she urgently begged to be allowed to send 
for a physician, and for young Master Joachim. He 
smiled at her anxiety, and eaid he had never felt so 
well aa now, that he was only weary and exhausted, 
and his head rather heavy, but quite without pain. 
He wished therefore to spend just these few days un- 
disturbed and in rest, in order to recover and to be 
able to be quite well, and cheerfully to k«%^ Voa Vt^Av 
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day in the coming week. He playfully asked Elizabeth 
meantime to be getting ready the bill of fare for the 
festive day, and in the afternoon played very sweetly 
and kindly with Maudlin in the niche of the vine. 
On Friday morning he got np very late, and Klaus 
observed that his master could scarcely totter to the 
sofa in the garden-parlour. Klaus asked anxiously 
how he was, and received as an answer that his head 
ached to-day. Elizabeth urgently begged that her 
master would go to bed again; he made no objection, 
only be begged to be allowed to rest here a little 
while; he was afraid of returning to his bed-room just 
then. Klaus covered him with a silken quilt, and the 
room was pleasantly warm. Then the sick man slept. 
But Klaus and Elizabeth sent for the physician and 
to Lubbendorf. Towards two o'clock Herr von Kamern 
awoke. Maudlin was to put a glass of flowers nearer 
to him; he enjoyed them and said, "I must gather my- 
self some fresh ones to-morrow." After some minutes 
he folded his hands and said softly, 

♦ "My Jesas, stay Thouby me, 
And let no foe come nigh me, 

Safe sheltered by Thy wing; 
Bnt wonld the foe alarm me, 
Oh let him never harm me, 

But still Thine angels round me slngl** 

He then turned to Elizabeth and desired writing 
materials. " Elizabeth ,'' he said, '^I sometimes feel so 
strange, not afraid, but I might die soon, and I wish 
to write a few words." With great vigour he sat up, 
and wrote one letter for Theresa, and another for 
Joachim. Elizabeth was not to give the letter to 
Joachim J till after the opening of the will. Elizabeth 
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WM ako obliged to receive many direction. Wien 
ehe heard bim speak bo clearly again, and write ho 
eagerly, her aniiefy vanished. She thought hia thonghts 
of death were only the result of late times, in w]ii::h 
he had been 30 active in settling' his affairs, in case of 
his death; and that it had recurred to him in feverish 
sleep. The sick man closed bis eyes and slept again. 
Elizabeth often looked at him; she ■would rather have 
had bim in bed, but she would now no farther disturb 
bim with entreaties, because she was expecting the 
physician every minute. But the physician did not 
come. Elizabeth became utieasy again. His breathing 
seemed to her irregular. She went out to call Klaas, 
As they both entered the room, ibe last beams of the 
snn broke forth over the dark church-roof and over the 
sleeper. He lay there very peacefully and with no 
deathly pallor, bnt be had already passed away. 

Tbe consternation was indescribable. No one 
would believe it. Household and court-yard were in 
commotion, one after another crept to the peaceful 
couch; anxiously they laid their ear on the quiet face; 
they crept out again, wringing their hands. The 
physician, who came about dusk, pronounced that a 
nervons attack had put an end to life. But Joachim 
also came. He anxiously and tremblingly laid hia ear 
on the pate qniet features; he too stood, wringing hia 
hands, beside the corpse. The horror of dealb seized 
him. "Oh! thou dear one, dost thou not hear my voice? 
Can not thy mouth comfort nie? Can not thy eyes 
look at me with their old affection? Is not thy hand 
ready to caress me?" No answerl dumb and still liea 
the dead; everything is over, vain is every hope — 
every lamontnlion. In speechlesB grieS Jowitvav ^Sst^s^ 
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the night by the sleeper. Elizabeth and Klaus looked 
in by turns, and seated themselves in the distant niche 
of the window. But when the morning dawned they 
came, followed by their tribe of children; all knelt 
down; Elizabeth struck up a hymn, ".Rejoice, rejoice, 
my soul." E[Iaus and the children joined in. They 
sang several verses. Joachim had come to the window; 
the reflection of the rosy dawn was on the lime-trees; 
he looked higher and higher. His consternation was 
over. The Lord came into his poor heavily-afflicted 
heart; Joachim was able to sing the last verse with 
them and to weep. His Saviour said he is not dead, 
he is living; and thou wilt see Lim again; rejoice in 
his blessedness, cheerfully resign his mortal frame 
which was only a hindrance to his blessedness. Joachim 
was able to pray, to pray ever more happily, to look 
upwards ever more confidingly, he could seek above, 
the one whom he bewailed, and find him there. Yes, 
there above he lives, there he loves. We must all 
press on, oh! Lord, to Thee and to Thy bliss. The 
next day passed in sad preparations for the funeral 
Elizabeth acted with great circumspection in the matter. 
She had also caused a messenger to be sent on the 
first evening to the Olshausen relations. Joachim rode 
to Lubbendorf in order to talk to his mother, who was 
ill in bed and could not come to Kamem. He came 
back on the afternoon of the funeral, and found Alfred 
^ Julia and Theresa and Anna there. We know 

Theresa had wept alone by the coffin, how she 

ead the farewell words. 

he was now the richest of all in consolations. 

had read the writings and journals bequeathed to 

Bbe knew herdelf beloved by bim^ to whom she 
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had Bcatcely dared to look up. This 
brought some reconciliation to a life of disappo intra eut 
and deprivation. He must die, in order to be her 
own; now she might confidently go the way which 
leads to him; now she could do everything, everything 
from love to him. His death and his love made her 
strong and steadfast. "If you can spare sorrow to my 
darling, do it" These his words burned in her heart; 
when this darling, aflor the funeral, came, by Elizabeth's 
advice and wish, to take leave of his Olshausen rela- 
tions, she tried to comfort him. 

Al&ed had been during the day peculiarly distant 
and cold towards him, and Joachim had, not without 
reason, felt a reluctance to go up. In bis grief and 
Lis melancholy he feared that through the death of his 
friend and protector, the bond with Anna would he 
severed. He had only seen Theresa and Anna to-day 
ia the presence of others, indeed, he almost avoided a 
closer meeting in order to put off the certainty of his 
fears. 

Julia and Alfred in groat excitement saw him 
enter the family circle, and readily consented, when, in 
a short time he prepared for his departure. Anna had 
been considering till now how she must comport bet^ 
self towards Joachim, in her uncle's presence. She 
now considered no longer, and followed her impulse. 
Seriously, but with the full expression of her love, she 
held out her hand to him. "We may come to Lubben- 
dorf?" said she. "Certainly," answered he; his lips 
qnivered, and he was obliged to control himself, to be 
master of his feelings. But Theresa was overpowered 
by her emotion. She went up to Joachim, embraced 
Um weeping, and said gently, "We aie toraov^-, t^- 
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ceive us!'* That was too much for Joachim, he kissed 
Theresa's hand, turned qnickly towards the door, 
hastened down the steps, and rode away. 

Mother and daughter remained, weeping in each 
other's arms. Julia and Alfred, though secretly en- 
raged, did not venture to interrupt this scene. 



The same eyening the family were sitting togeiiher 
at Olshausen.. Anna and Theresa, too much occupied 
with themselves and their own feelings, did not observe 
the excitement of the others. Alfred had informed his 
mother of the incident at Kamem, and with his wonted 
inconsiderate haste demanded of her to speak seriously 
and decidedly to Theresa this very day. Julia cleverly 
contrived that Anna should leave the room. Alfred 
hoped with the help of Julia and his mother, to get 
the reins of Theresa's obstinacy completely into hia 
hands. They were scarcely alone when he asked, 
with bitter and sneering tone, exactly what the scene 
with Joachim might mean? Theresa looked at him 
earnestly, and then said with a gentle voice, "Lay 
aside that tone, dear Alfred. He whom we have buried 
to-day, did not speak thus. Let us live together in his 
spirit. What have you against Joachim? Anna loves 
him with her whole soul, and it will be the comfort of 
my life to be able to call him my son." "There, did 
you hear that, Mother?" interposed Alfred with great 
rehemence. "Theresa," cried his mother at the same 
ime, "Will you in your foolish weakness make your 
jhild unhappy?" "Unhappy?" said Theresa smiling, 
'you will not deceive me about happiness or unhappi- 
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Oh, lay aside snch foolish ideas! Al&ed, yon 
know it vaa on that sofa, that yoa painted my bappi- 
nesa in glowing colours. Have you bucL a happiness 
in your mind for Anna?" All were silent. The 
niotier looked down thoughtfully. It was as though. 
a veil fell from her eyes; the life of her unhappy 
daughter lay unveiled before her, and lier own pangs 
of remorse burned again in her heart Alfred was so 
surprised at the attitude of Theresa, and at the turn 
of the conversation, that he was struck dumb. Theresa 
continued; she apoke of her miserable life, of all the 
illusions and deprivations, hut then, with great joyful- 
nesB of her hopes for the future. "And now let us 
not embitter life," said she, entreatingly, "let us live 
in love with one another." "Dear Mother," she said 
turning to ber, "you are old, what can the world offer 
yon? what could make you happier than if your 
children and grandchildren are gathered around you 
in peace and love? Kejoice io Annans happiness, 
love Joachim as a son, he thoroughly deserves it," 
At these words she knelt before her mother, wliose 
tender heart was conquered long before. "You are 
right, Theresa," said she weeping, "Anna shall be 
happier than you were." "Come, Alfred, come, Julia," 
aaid Theresa, turning to her brother and sister; "let 
us forget the past, and begin a new life; let us live as 
Joachim has lived; let us, on the same ground, renounce 
the world and love the Divine Saviour. Oh, I wish 
to love Him, I wish to retrieve what I have lost, and 
to love you heartily." Alfred was now embarrassed; 
the nothingness and emptiness of his life was nneiLsily 
felt during this scene, and yet he bad not strength to 
gainsay. Julia on the other hand was really touchftd 
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by the power of the truth, which spoke from the 
simple manner and language of Theresa. There was 
a current of good feeling in her to which she willingly 
yielded when she had once discerned it. She took 
Alfred by the hand, led him to his mother and sister, 
and showed that she was ready for anything. She 
also called in Anna to whom it was hard to understand 
the change which had taken place. 

"The prayer of the righteous man availeth much." 
It was surely the blessing of the departed, which here 
brought their hearts together. Anna received from 
her grandmother consent to their union, and new 
assurances of maternal lore and fidelity. Theresa was 
very happy. "We bring this as a birthday present 
to the beloved one above," said she. To-day is the 
10th of October. She spoke also of the written legacy 
of the departed — of his letters and diaries. She had 
found in successicui his youthful letters to Joseph, 
which he had had given back to him when Joseph left 
the neighbourhood. She proposed, at a convenient time, 
to read them to the others, to real edification and con- 
solation. 

The next morning Theresa and Anna went to 
Lubbendorf: it was a dull heavy day, the first after 
the smiling days of autumn. Joachim was standing 
at the window, thoughtfully and hopefully, when the 
longingly expected and yet unexpected ones, came. 
He received them with joy; with joy he heard the 
mind of his relations; he was too happy not to hope 
the best of Al&ed. Joachim and Anna could but 
humble themselves before the Lord, that they had not 
hitherto attained the right spirit of love towards their 
relations. Netty also felt a bitter taste of repentance; 
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I It droTe tbem all to OlsbaiiBeii, in order aa Theresa 
I said to forget the paat, and to begin a new life. The 
I grandmother and Julia met them with open heart. 
Alfred was merely polite and could not conceal a 
certain constraint. He could and would give no place 
near him to this Joachim, to whom he felt himself 
inferior in external and mental gifts, and npon whom 
he had looked from his jonth with dialike. 

A week after, the will of the deceased was opened. 
Since Lubbendorf was already given to Joachim, 
Alfred had little doabt that he as eldest and contem- 
ponuy cousin should inherit Kamern, and his only 
fears were that he should have to pay something 
considerable for it, to the other relatione. He was 
miataken. The darling of the departed got Kamern: 
(he beloved Kamem roust not be in unconsecrated 
hands. But considerable sums of money were reserved 
for Alfred and Theresa, — the result of the long and 
economical management of the lonely testator. 

Also for Klaus and Elizabeth, and for many others, 
Ihonghtfal provision was made. To Emma von Hain- 
eggen fell the little honse in the church-yard comer, 
and just enough with it for her to finish her days 
there, independent on others. 

But what especially sm'prised and delighted all, 
except Alfred, was, that Joachim Frederic also inherited 
the name of the departed, — he was his adopted son. 
He now stood aa a second Joachim von Kamem, and 
as a tme resemblance of liim in the family circle. But 
he was almost amazed at aU that; he looked anxiously 
at Alfred thinking that it must strike at his heart and 
at his friendly intentions. 

Alfred struggled with liis agitation, remained cool 
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and conrteons, said, ^*I expected notliing else, it had 
long been planned," and left Kamem shortly after the 
opening of the will. Julia also was obliged to follow 
1dm. Joachim and Anna felt that the proximity of 
their nncle was laid upon them by the Lord as an 
exercise in humility and love. Their hearts were quite 
prepared for it, for they were very happy. "I am not 
worthy of so much goodness," said Joachim, "but with 
his name, his spirit also shall govern me, and his bless- 
ing shall be my best inheritance." When the trans- 
actions of the day were over, and the family found 
themselves together in the chamber of the departed, 
Joachim proposed, as master of the house, to hold the 
first evening prayers there with them. Seldom was 
prayer more fervent, or hyinns more heartily sung, 
than here. Ellaus and Elizabeth who had had a request 
from their new master, to see in him their old master 
and to love him, took the nearest places to the family, 
as they also had the nearest places in their hearts. 
At the conclusion Joachim read the words], which his 
father had written to him on his death-bed. 

My dear Son Joachim, 
What more have I to say to you? little, and yet 
all important. Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, so 
will you be happy and your house; yes, build an altar 
to the Lord in your house, and love Him with all your 
soul. A house in which the Lord does not dwell, is 
not a house at all. A man whom the Lord does not 
confess, is a poor fellow. You will be a true master 
of the house, if you are a servant of Christ. Once 
more, let Castle Kamem shine a light in the darkness; 
place high upon it the cross of the Lord Jesud} stand 
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beneath it armed with heroic courage, and with child- 
like lowliness. May the Lord make my two dear 
children strong in the power of His might. The Lord 
bless you and keep you: the Lord make His face to 
shine upon you and be gracious to you: the Lord lift 
up HiH countenance kindly upon you, and give you 
His peace. Amen. 

"Amen," said Theresa and added softly, 

• " My Josos, stay Thou by me, 

And let no foe come nigh me, 
Safe sheltered by Thy wing; 

Bat would the foe alarm me, 

Oh let him never harm me, 
Bat still Thine angels round me sing!" 

Yes, so it must be. Theresa, the calm pale widow, 
looked ever deeper into the heaven of the Lord, and 
His peace shone more and more sweetly, in her bright 
child-like eyes. Theresa's thoughts found a home 
above, and dear Kamem was to be an earthly home 
for her stilL She could take the favourite walks, when 
the trees are in blossom, and the dew heavy on the 
grass, and the deer hastens joyfully by to its home in 
the forest, she feels herself not deserted, and not alone. 
She is going the same way; through the twilight are 
shining the bright Hghts of the home which is dearest 
to her heart; she lives in the rooms which were dear 
to her in her youth. She' plays her songs at the piano. 
She looks thoughtfully towards the sofa though no one 
is sitting there, and listening to her playing; or she 
listens whether her aunt's bunch of keys is not jingling 
in the ante-room. Oh no, that time is over. Theresa 
does not look back with tears upon the past; in the 

Joachim wn Kamem, etc, 12 
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happiness of her children, she enjoys the present, and 
looks with longing into the future, and is sure of a 
happy reunion; yes, sure, for she wrestles with the 
Lord and says, "I will not let Thee go unless Thou 
bless me." 
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DIARY OF A POOR YOUNG LADY. 



Platlenliaiu, Had April, 

"Dbab chOd," said my annt to me to-day, "never 
pride yourBslf on being a Traulein von Pleftenhans, 
but never forget it eitlier!" Trinchen, from the comer 
where she was sewing, cleared her throat. Aunt cast 
a stem look at her and continued "Your late grand- 
father was prime minister, and if your late father—" 
"had not married an angel," hurst in Trinchen. "Miss 
Katharine, he silent 1" said my aunt. Triachen knew 
what "Misa Katharine" meant, and contented herself 
with a few aigha. Good creature! The loftier aunt is, 
aud the more she pufTs herself up, the more Trinchen 
bends and complies, until suddenly her tongue is ready 
to split, and she speaks with words of fire. Qow aunt's 
greatness vanishes then, her words hlow away like 
mist before the pure sunbeams. I was thinking about 
it and did not hear what my aunt said. She grew 
angry and very Bolemn. "Rank and station are God's 
ordering. The rose must bloom fur Him as a rose; the 
daisy aa a daisy. It would ill become the rose to 
lower itself to the soil of the meadow, and the daisy 
will try in vain to shine forth as a rose." Aunt spoke 
thus and more. When she became silent, Trinchen 
sang softly. 



J 



182 DIABT OF A POOR YOUNG LADY. 



Thou art the Shepberd good, 
Thy flock Thou wilt not leave i 
Lord Jesus, enfant I this 
May from my heart believe. 
Oh let me hear Thy voice, 
That I aroused may be, 
As an obedient lamb. 
To follow after Thee. 

Oh Lord, I know Thy voice, 
Of strangers hear I none. 
Who care not for my soul 
But only seek their own: 
The hireling in my need 
Will never by me stand; 
So I obey Thy voice. 
And love my Shepherd^s hand. 

Oh that I might on Thee 
From hour to hour rely; 
And look to Thee alone 
My heart to satisfy. 
Oh let me now be still, 
Henceforth from care be freed. 
Because my Shepherd knows 
His tender creature's need. 



At these last words teats ran down annt^s cheeks. 
She took up her handkerchief; her fingers were so stiflF 
that she conld scarcely reach the tears. I knelt down 
before her and conld not help crying , and Trinchen 
quickly left the room. Poor Aunt I Sorrows tonnent 
her day and night Amongst the rest anxiety about 
my future. I do not know what she wishes to make 
of me. Oh dear Lord, be a faithful Shepherd to her 
too: take her many sorrows and her anxieties from 
her; ^ve faith to her heart "Oh let it now be still, 
henceforth from care be freed, because our Shepherd 
knows, what all His creatures need." 




Sib April, 

I was np early and stood at the open window; the 
sir so mild, and fragrance, and dew, and a 
iiealh me. Everything waa still quiet, only Jacob was 
stinding below in the garden, on the fresh-tnrned 
browa mould. I ran to help him; hia back has seemed 
to me for some time very stiff, and the spade heavy in 
Ilia Laud, even if it does not fare with him as with 
aunt, Jacob was unwilling to accept my help; he 
looked np at the window. She was atiU asleep, and it 
ifl no sin if I help him: I was obliged as a child to 
dig up my garden, now I may dig a larger piece. But 
he would not suffer it till I had put on my gloves and 
my great hat. That waa fun! I dug twice as briskly 
IS Jacob; blaokbirda and finches were singing the 
iriule in the elder-hush, and the larks high in the air, 
and light cloudlets were iioating in the sky. The 
violets looked dark from the fresh green, and the forget- 
me-not light blue and rosy in the glittering dew. But 
WB have seen the chestnut tree above us growing; 
First the thick brown buds shone against the deep bine 
eky; it was as though we heard the capsules bursting, 
and five golden leaflets stretched towards the warm 
iunshine. I said to Jacob "If I only knew why 
Trinchen is more melancholy now than in the winter. 
I do not know what to do for enjoyment! Can it he 
more beautiful anywhere than here?" Jacob shook his 
head mournfully. "Our house is not too large nor too 
amall," he continued, "it lies on a hill, and yet it is no 
great climb. Up there there is shade and the beech 
forest, and here before us meadows and sunshine. It 
lonesome here; one only hears the humming of gnats 
and bees, but yet one can see the chimneys smoking 
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in the village, and can hear the watchman sing^g in 
the night/^ 

"It is jufit so," said Jacob interrupting me. "We 
are onlj too much attached to this little piece of land, 
but our money is melting away, dear young lady, and 
the garden grows no larger: and, dear child, you con- 
stantly require more." "Have we anxieties about a 
livelihood?" I stammered out in terror. "Yes," con- 
tinued Jacob, "the old lady must not know it Hy 
opinion now is this." — "Jacob!" called Trinchen, 
from the kitchen window. He wiped his mouth and 
was silent, ^but I shall hear about it yet 

8th April. 

I was sitting with aunt at the open window: it was 
dusk, the star of evening was in the bright sky; the 
moon was rising full and golden above the delicate 
traceiy of the beech-trees; the voices of children 
sounded from the village. I felt — I do not know 
how! I could not rest in the room. I should like to 
go out into the spring evening, to shout with the chil- 
dren, or to sit alone under the beech-tree, and to look 
at the star of evening. Aunt was silent at first Then 
she said, "You get like Trinchen." "I am glad of 
that," I replied. But aunt looked sorrowful and it oc- 
curred to me how some time ago she had said, 
Trinchen had never got beyond the beauty of a wait- 
mg-maid. Waking and sleeping aunt dreams of her 
past, of her life at the court. She was admired and 
^lebrated, — all is over. She would like to see in me 
a second Louisa von Plettenhaus. She has so long 
been educating me for it. "Do not move so quickly," 
she ijays, or, "do not always say what you think," or, 
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"do not wiah always to be eettiug about Boniething." 
Now after Bhe had looked at me tliougLtfully for some 
time, ahe said in quite a low voice, ^'that would be 
the only deliverance." I saw she was only thinking ' 

aloud. She haa done that for some time, especially 
when she has had a great deal of pain in the day, and 
is weary and low-spirited. "Dear Lulu!" she then 
aaid aloud "folded her hands, and looked towards 
heaven. I wish and pray now only that yon should 
become a court-!ady," I kissed her hand. Oh, that [ 

lova to me did not cause her so much anxiety. And | 

' why is she anxious? I am eo satisfied; I want nothing, 
nothing more than to live as I live now. I only want 
one thing, — to give old Jacob a new livery, I did 
not tell her that. Trinehen had told me only yesterday 
that her only prayer was that I might not become a 
court-lady, and might not fall into the hands of my 
uncle the court-marshal, 80 they both pray for me; 1 

what will the dear Lord do? 

9ib April. 

Snch beautiful spring days do not let one reat in 
the house. Trinehen laments over my waste of time, 
yet I rise early. Trinehen had some ironing to do to- 
day; Jacob was plauting potatoes. I helped him put 
the pieces into the holes, "We are sowing now," he 
said sighing, "but who knows how it will look at 
harvest." "The sky will be above us as it is now, and 
the dear Lord too," I answered. The old man will 
Tex me presently with his sighs. He wiped his mouth 
with hifl hand, a sign that he wishes to be silent. I 
was almost sorry for it. It would have been a good 
. opportnnit; now to enquire into his secret. But the ^i 
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morniDg was too beaatifnl, and I too merry. I went 
to fetch food for the goat. Above by th« whitfrthorn 
hedge, the bine veronicfLs stood a foot high; I made 
myself a high blue crown, and the cow took such a 
fancy to my head-dress, aod was bo eager after it, tbat 
I got almost anxious aboat my curia. 

I w*a very aorrowfiil yesterday and to-day too. 
Trinclien asked me whetber such a trifling life could 
please me? Bat what ought I to do? Annt assures me 
I have learned enough to eatiafy the highest reijnire- 
meni9. I should like sometimes to do a piece of French 
or English composition, or tapestry work, bnt I have 
no paper or wool or canvas. Aunt thinks both nselesit 
and 80 does Triacben. Wliat does she desire? I practise 
two hours every day on the piano, and draw too; and 
I do not know how to set about anything besides. 
Annt maintains tbat in our station it could not be ■ 
otherwise. Trinchen shakes her bead. Ongbt I to 
sew with Trinchen at the shirt-fronts? For whom 
are they? For some cousin or other: tbat would 
not do. 

lltk ApriL 

I went with my knitting along by the brook. Be- 
low on the pasture was Riekchen the goose-herd, with 
all her company. How eagerly the white stately mam- 
mafl wflre talking to each other, and how bnaily the • 
den goslings were pecking about i 
ers and green grass. Meantime 
calling and crying sounded frightful. She 
I how troublesome the creatures were. Since ^ 
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B Btoleu, sbe Las !iad to run from one end 
to the other. SometimeB they ought nut to eat there, 
aometimes not to go into the mud: and while she felt 
Buch great anxiety for her goose -children, she did not 
take any trouble about her own, who were lying dirty 
by the brook. "Why have you not combed your hair 
smooth, and why have you not washed yourself?" I 
asked the eldeat girl. She looked stupidly at me, and 
I believe there was to be read upon her face, "Why 
should I wash and comb myself?" I was vexed with 
the girl, for she let her tittle sister (who was lying near 
her on her back and who could not g(,t up ilone) he 
and cry, and was splashing bitlp'islv with her fnet in 
the brook. I lifted the bttle one up it looked horribly 
dirty. I washed its hands and face and smoothed i(a 
hair, and then it became charming I made the bip; 
gest look at herself in the brook and nee how shagf^y 
she looked; she was also to wash herself and smootho 
her hair, and then to see again how pretty she looked 
She now smiled kmdly at me, 'Niw do you know 
why one must wash and comb oneself?" I asked again. 
If she had not been shy, she would surely liave said, 
"Because it looks well." It pleased me, hut I must 
confess that I was disgusted at the work, and could not 
make up my miud to take my pocket-comb for it. The 
girl has promised me to wash and comb herself and 
her Biat«r to-morrow morning. 

Yet Bhe has not done it, and looked as bad aa yes- 
terday. I gave her a lecture, and also asked Eieke 
why she let her children ran wilder than the geese. 
Rieke made complaint that the childiea makii t.t<i[i&:- 
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selres 00 dirty, and tear the clothes £rom their bodies, 
and she had not time enough to tame down their vild- 
ness. ''The great one might akeadj knit,*' I said, 
"she is doing nothing the whole day: and idleness is 
the beginning of aU crimes." "Oh, the girl is too 
stupid for that," replied Rieke. "She understands no- 
thing in life: there is no commonsense in her. God 
knows the children are more stupid than brutes. Yes, 
young lady, the brutes are not stupid: the great one 
with the black wings knows me, and understands 
every word." Eieke said more of that kind. I let her 
speak out and made the children clean and smooth, 
and to-day used my pocket comb. Then I drew two 
needles out of my knitting, and made an attempt at 
knitting with the girl. I believe she would really 
learn. That would rejoice me only too much. "When 
I came home, aunt was veiy angry at my long wan- 
derings. Trinchen pleaded for me, "Wandering through 
meadow and forest is her youthful enjoyment. She 
has little besides here." Aunt was silent, and gave too 
a permission for further wanderings. She does it from 
love to me: she would so gladly oflfer me more digni- 
fied amusements. 

18th April. 

I have now arranged my school behind the old 
green-house. Oh it is very pretty. Dora learns to 
knit, and little Lizzie learns to be polite, and they 
both learn beautiM verses: 

I am bat small, my heart is clean, 
And none bat Christ shall dwell therein. 

They have both learned that to-day. I explain to 
Dora what a clean heart is: that as the hands and the 



face conid be clean or dirty, ao could the lieart also. 
Before aimple children I may speak in my BimpUoity, 
and I know well that the Lord above can give 
power to my simplicity. Oh, if I could but help the 
children! 



My school has growo to sis. Two mothers tbem- 
selveB bronght me their children. Aunt thinks it very 
condescending of me; Trinchen praiaea me. But I do 
not enjoy it on that account alone. I never felt so well 
and happy. The children were with me two hours, 
and beaides I sewed at Triiichen's ahirt-fi-onts. In the 
afternoon I practised, drew, helped in the house, and 
was quite late in starting on my wanderings. "Trinchen," 
I said, "the idle life shall cease." "With God's help, 
Amen ," anawered she. Aunt went early to bed. 
Trinchen sat with me under the beech-tree. "Dear 
Lulu," she said, "until now you have had hut little 
pleaaure in useful employments." I was silent. She 
was quite right, it never had been pleasant to me to 
sit long at a thing. Aunt aays indeed that it is not 
necessary for me, and the BailifTs Adelaide does still 
leas than I do. I said thia to Trinchen, "Yea, indeed, 
it is grievous that most young girls do nothing, that 
there are so many young energies to no purpose in the 
world. Only think on what a host of do-nothings the 
beautiful snn shines." I became uneasy at these words; 
I was obliged to confess to myself that I am a member 
of this host. "The Lord has given a rich talent to 
every young girl," continued Trinchen: "they might 
make splendid interest from it, hut they bury it deep, 
and let the nettles and thorns of vanity ruA rf fo^JflsJa. 
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and impure thonghtB grow exabenuitly' upon it The 
Lord will some daT call them to accomit.^' Tiinchffli 
said more still; I wish to keep it in mj heart She 
3Aid also that when gxria who lire in the wori^d and 
with the worid, waste and sleep away their time, Hke 
the tboLish virgins, that is not to be wondered at: but 
when girls who know the Lord, and love Km, and 
migrht serve Him, imitate the foolish vizgins, it ifl 
astonishing^ and very gneroa. 

Trmchen went on and I conld not help eEying. 
What then have I done firom love to dra Lord? Ko- 
tbing, nothing at all! I have got np in the morning, 
and have rejoiced and thon^t I am alive, I am happy. 
I have said too I am nnwortfay of all Thy mercy; but 
1 have done nothing. I have only thought how I 
conld spend the beantii^ day most pleasantly, and if 
it went differently from what I expected, I was 
peevish and conld evoi be unkind to those who love 
me. I thank Thee, dear Lord, that Thou hast opened 
my eyes, and now, give me strength to serve Thee. 
Bnt how? I woke up in the night, and talked to 
Trinchen. ^^How can I lead a different and a nsefbl 
life?'' I asked. ''Child, do not be careful about that, 
the Tvord Himself will care for thee. He will send 
th^e a Httle simple caUed mmtt and mshL" 

I did not understand her, hut I ou^t not to talk 
tkHj mord in the night Tiinchen wishes to make me 
htitribte, because she is afraid aunt makes me proud; 
but surely she need not The story about the dress 
will ]h In her mind: I was very unamiable, but I haye 
resolved that I will be contented with everything whieh 
* -•***« on me. 
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The spring gets more and more gloriooB. Every- 
thing tends and slioota towards the annshine: the 
plants of green peas stand like rows of soldiers on the 
brown eartli; hushes and nnderwood shine in light 
ailky green, and the bnds cannot contain themselves 
much longer. 

Jacob was dissatisfied ahout my colony by the old 
green-houae, bat since Lizzie and little David have 
chased away the sparrows from his heds of seeds, he 
is satisfied, and wishes to reward the children in a 
princely way. 

iEtb April. 

Sophy Bischop came bo lata to-day, I asked why? 
"I was obliged to take the shirt-fronts to the Steward's," 
waa the answer. "What shirt-fronts?" "Those that Misa 
Trinchen brought to my mother. So a light haa broken 
upon me. Everything, everything is clear! Jacob 
Bays, we are ansiouB about a livelihood. Trinchen 
sews for money, aunt is deceived. She would he in 
despair if she knew I had sewn at shirt-fronta for the 
Steward I And I? Oh I will sew, will work from morn- 
ing to night, to lessen Trinchen'a cares. When the 
children were gone, I went to Trinchen to the fire-side, 
"How much money do you get for a ahirt-front? " I asked 
q^nietly. She got as red as fire, and looked at me in 
terror, I felt very proud I knew her secrets, and was i 

not sorry, no, very glad that I should be henceforth an I 

important peraon in the house, for I will earn money, I 

I will ahaie domestic anxiety, I will be the support of I 

njy aunt, the auppoit of the whole house. Trinchen 
could not resist me. I am no longer a. cbM-,' L ^bsc*. J 
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know everything, I know everything now. Our capital 
is spent; the garden cannot support ns. Jacob does 
his utmost. He sells vegetables and fine firoit and 
flowers to the High- warden of the forest; and we, like 
other poor people of the village, get wood in payment 
Trinchen sews for money, and has made it possible for 
Jacob to serve a cup of chocolate to aunt every morn- 
ing. With Ood^s help, she shall have it for the future. 
I will earn a great deal of money. I will not be a 
court-lady. Aunt has written about it to the coxurt- 
marshal. Aunt hopes I shall make my fortune there, 
and save money firom the salaiy. Trinchen declares a 
court-lady would more likely make debts than savings. 
She would rather make me a governess in a family in 
the country; here I might be sparing and support-aunt. 
I have no inclination for that, I will remain here and 
work. Poverty shall not trouble me, I am very happy, 
it will all go well. If I make two shirt-fronts every 
day, I shall earn four groschen. Is not that a great 
deal of money? Shall I not also let them knit for 
money in the school? Plans intersect each other in my 
head. 

Ist May. 

The matter was really sad, but Trinchen and Jacob 
followed my example: we heartily enjoyed it. Aunt 
announced to us that she wished to pay a visit to the 
Bailiff: a certain condescension was very proper from 
time to time. Jacob was to get himself ready, with 
visiting cards and his newest livery; Trinchen was to 
prepare our toilettes. Aunt has forgotten that this 
livery was got for my baptism, now nearly eighteen 
^ears ago, and that it was scarcely to be required of 
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Jacob to shew himself to jieople in it But Jacob aa- 
snred ub that he was ready to announce the yoang 
Iftdy, and Trinchen might put just what sh« liked on 
him. I wished, to shew myself no less magnnnimoUH, 
and surrendered myself entirely to Trinclien's clever 
hands. While ehe made me a large flowered mantiUa 
from a former dressing-gowB of aunt's, and ironed out 
the- pale red sash as well as ih^ ruffle»{ and pocket 
hEtudkerchiefs, brushed aunt's velvet hat, and stuck a 
feather from an old cap of aunt's into the hat, I sewed 
on Jacob's collox and facings,, the remaius of a black 
silk fancy apron. Aunt looked quite stately in lior 
lavender-coloured taffeta dress, but I thought myself 
strange indeed, when I looked at myself in the glass; 
yet I was silent. Trinchen appeared really to rejoice 
over me. She stood so long at the garden-gate; until 
we were out of sight in the meadows. I must confess 
I felt rather oppressed, when we entered the Bailiff's 
coart-yaid. The Bailiff was standing with his Stewardsi 
under the lime tree. His lady and Adelaide were sit- 
ting npon the teirace. They had already had dinner 
to-da^. Aunt generally chooses the times for her visits 
when common people are at diiinei. Adelaide tittered, 
tliB young gentlemen turned round. I looked some- 
what anxiously at Jacob, who however was going be- 
hind ns quite composed, and at his ejt^e, and now came 
with his best manners and received from my aunt her 
card, in order to announce us. This was not neces- 
sary; the Bailiff came towards us. I saw, before, how 
he cast a reproving glance at the young people. He 
Bgoke to anint of the happiness and honour of seeing 
her at his house, and kissed her hand. Two tears 
came into my eyes, all emharrassmont had vanished. I 

Jwchim Mil A'ttmfifl, eic. Li 
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Mt only gntitade towards the good people. Thej are 
courteous and kind, out of compassion: the Bailiff's lady 
also showed all love and respect to annt. Annt talked 
English with Adelaide; she praised her fftcilitj, and 
fonnd fank with her pronunciation. The Bailiff^s lady 
complained that for ^e half year in which she had 
been away from the capital, Adelaide had never had 
an opportunity of speaking English, and, at the same 
time, asked whether we girls could not meet sometimes. 
I was delighted at it, but aunt did not seem inclined. 
^^With pleasure," she said, *^ if Lulu were not expecting 
very soon to be summoned to court" "Or to be a 
governess," I added quicklj. I was not in earnest, 
but, involuntarily, I could not help opposing something 
to my aunt's proud speech. Aunt gave me a severe 
look, and we turned the conversation. The Bailiff^s 
lady is a very good-natured woman. She afterwards 
stuck almost half a breast of veal into Jacob's pocket 
It seemed to me very humiliating, and I shoiQd cer- 
tainly eat no meat, if I were to have it given me in 
that way. But Trinchen says differently. "It is a 
trial from the Lord to be obliged thus to take alms. 
We will bend our neck in patience, and yet be very 
thankful to Him if He sometimes sends such help." 
Poor aunt! We are afraid she is getting lame in her 
as well as in her hands. I observed that the walk 
le Bailiff's was much more difficult to her than 
irly. 

lOth May. 

It has rained incessantly for a week. I do not 

:e such weather in the spring; I could be almost 

nelancholj. The children come regularly. We sit 

ip freen-house. Jacob has nailed up the 



ciuuks where the rain would come tUi'ough. The 
cUildren u-e reiy contented in spite of tlie bad weather. 
And I? Dear Lord, I have cause indeed t« be con- 
tented. There is still something left of the idle life. 
Trinchen says, "the more you ply your hands the 
fresher your mind will be." She ia right Yes, I will 
be coutented because it is too sinful, quite without 
cause, aud merely from ennui, to think of being fret- 
ful. 

uih Kwr. 
It is still raining. It does not trouble me. We 
have learned a beautiful spring song and also we can 
sing, "Ah, with Thy grace be near us," as a duet for 
aunt's birthday. In the afternoon I put my drawers 
in order thoroughly. Trinchen says, "the heart of a 
girl is in the same state as her drawers." I must con- 
fess mine are often in great confusion. But Trinchen 
is right. Oh, that I could hold my thoughts in check, 
and discipline my heart with the word of God, and 
not spare myself where I was wrong. 



TOnk Rs H« 


rom 


Iba 


begin 


Ing: 1 


our 10 HLm 


he 




tim; 


TimhreaoY 














pie: 




Wtum Ihs thro 


glD 








BE, curb >D 






rum 


CoualliE ill lb 








od, »n 










fOBOLp.™* 






em, gr 




. lioljr woi- 




pr» 




Tutn thy lio.it 


lok 


U.V 




UglU 


aanbly in 


Ugll 




ifloOK 



leih U4;. 

The nightingales awaked me. I ran into the 
Euden. Oh, what aplendourl The sky so clear, tmd 
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ample, and blue; there was a fresh scent of young 
birch-leaves; hundreds and hundreds of glittering 
diamonds hung on the dark pines; the foliage of the 
beeches was green as May, and that of the oaks gold6a.i 
For a week the rain had thrown a veil over the spring, 
but beneath it has shot forth into life and unfcd^ed it- 
self; the veil is removed, the miracle is there. I stood 
under the cherry-tree; the silvery twigs floated lightly 
against the dark blue sky, and the apple-tree above 
was rosy with its swelling buds. Light, and glitter, 
and bloom, and exultation dance on the hedges, on 
the twigs; the birds are singing, the beetles booming, 
the bees humming. I opened my heart wide, and gazed 
far up into the blue sky. Dear Lord, oh, that my 
heart might be a true garden of the Lord; and shoot 
forth and blossom and aspire towards heaven. I might 
be sad that I am so poor, so miserable; that nettles 
and thorns of folly thrive in my heart; but I am so 
happy to-day. Lord, I love Thee, and I may also sit 
at Thy feet like a poor helpless child; may gaze far up 
into Thy blue sky, and may rejoice at Thy wondrous 
glories. 

UihUaj. 

Jacob does not know how to leave off work, eYerj" 
thing is shooting and growing over his head. To-dsy 
we children hoed the peas for him, and put in the 
bean-sticks. As a reward every child got .an apron 
fall of salad, which has shot up into the air, so that 
we and the goat together can no longer keep it 
down. Trinchen has had her headache handkerchief 
on for two days. She says nothing about it, but we 
observe it. 



la it possible? I have earned two thalere and 
BLXteeo groschen , they are mine. Triuchen looked 
sorrowful when she gave me the money, but I rumpled 
her white cap for joy. Then I ran to Jacob. I could 
not help doing soiuething unusual. I danced a country- 
dance before him, and he was obliged to sing a favourite 
Bong thereto, "When the PrussianH marched to Prague." 
The melody is well suited. He also wont on a few 
bars, so I gave a few skips more. Thereupon I gave 
Jacob four groachen. With two groschen he was to 
get coffee-bread, Trinchen'e favourite food; with two 
groschen a packet of Louisiana. He used very seldom 
to smoke anything else, those are remembrances of 
better times, but those times shall come again, if I work 
day and night! Jacob did not wish to take the money. 
He did not wish to poff it away in that manner, but 
he was obliged. It is my own money. Wiat shall I 
do vrith the rest? 



Trinchen had the brown crape handkerchief con- 
stantly over her white cap. I knew that quiet hours 
in the morning are the best remedy. I got up secretly. 
She would not have allowed me. I made my aunt's 
chocolate, and the acom-coffee for as three. I am 
convinced I made it as well as Trinchen. I wished to 
ait down to work, but it was stUl dusk. I had got up 
too early. Nothing was yet stirring in the house and 
nothing in the garden; only the nightingales were 
singing. My eyelids grew more and more heavy; I 
fell asleep ou my seat. Then Trinchen's reproachful 
words awoke me. She would let me do all kinds of 
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foolish things, bat I shonld not disturb her in the 
kitchen. Three times too mnch chocolate had been 
used, and it was not a bit better for it. It had been, 
to say the least, a very foolish thought which had 
driven me from my bed in the night. I was motion- 
less with astonishment and anger, but I controlled my- 
self. I only said sternly, "Miss Katharine!*' and left 
the room. I sat down under the old beech-tree, and 
could not help crying. It was not Trinchen who 
spoke with words of fire, it was the troublesome old 
Adam spoke from her. She thinks that from folly I 
had a frolic in the night, and had been eating the 
chocolate too. It is dreadful that a human being can 
think so badly of me. I could not eat any breakfast. 
It was like a stopper in my throat. I stayed outside 
and kept my school. But it is wonderful what I 
opened on in Bogatzky. "He who willingly endures 
reproof will become wise, but he who wishes to be 
unreproved will remain a fool, even though he were a 
great philosopher." Therefore we must receive the 
punishment, even if it were not purely that; and there 
must be no thistles and thorns which would sting any 
one who touches them. Nothing can be said of us so 
bad, as not to have some foundation in ourselves; and 
though we may recognise our weakness ourselves, and 
strive against it, it is not so earnestly that we should al- 
ways overcome; but then God comes to our help, with 
even a harsh reproof firom others; for God uses even the 
faults of others to our advantage. Let us receive aU 
ns from Him alone, and strive still more against this 
very weakness; that we may no longer be a cause of 
stumbling to our neighbour, and then we shall surely 
^lin the \'ictory and a blessing. But if we are im- 
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patient, make use of many excuses, and will allow no 
blame to rest on ourselves, we make the evil worse and 
hinder our own improvement, and that of otJiere. Lord, 
make us better and give us patience. 



I cannot conqaer myself so as to be reconciled to 
it; Trinohen ought to know me better. I eat up poor 
aunt's chocolate I The stopper in my throat rises 
higher at such reflectiona, and I have employed myself 
all day in tliinking what I should do in order to con- 
vince Trinchen of her mistake. She has her headache 
handkerchief on, and looks pale, she feols her mistake; 
she would like to come near me, but I have avoided it. 



Yesterday evening I could not get to sleep: there 
was a sword at my heart, and, when I did get to sleep, 
I had a wonderful dream. At waking I saw only the 
words, "'Thou shouldst love thy enemies." I have 
never thoiight seriously about that, but always thought 
I .Tras very amiable and easily appeased. la Trinchen 
my enemy then? I thought; oh, how hard it is to 
suSei wrong. I stood up and looked into her chamber. 
The moon was shining on her pale face; she had her 
hands folded. I could not help crying. I went back 
and walked to my window. The full moon was in 
the flky, and shed its peaceful light over the peaceful 
world. I looked up at the deep blue, I should like to 
have draim down the purity and stUlneBS of the sky 
into my heart. I prayed, from my very heart, I 



I 



900 DIAHT OP A POOR YOONG LADT. ^" 

payed; and then tlie aogmah was gone; I was welL 
Deal Lord, I am ashamed and grieved that I wea not 
willing to bear bo small a thing; -that I had thought 
only of myself all dny long, and had not the strength 
to think of Thee. All uneaainess is over and I knew 
too what I had to do. I laid myself down, I slept 
peacefolly. I got up early, made thoeolate and coffee, 
and did not go to sleep again. When Trinchen wanted 
to get up, I hegged her kindly not to do it; she was 
ill, and, even if I did not do it well, I wished to attend 
to the house-keeping to-day. She looked me in the 
face, tlien took both my hands, kissed them and cried. 
I cried with her. Dear Lord, forgive me that I thought 
evil of her; she loves me only too much, thinks too 
well of me, — more than I deserve. She got np to 
morning prayers, and was obhged to lie down again. 



I feel BO anxious as if some misfortune were near. 
Trinchen has been lying ill for a week of rheumatic 
fever. Since yesterday she is rather better. Li the 
week I have had to go three times to visit the young 
wife of the tailor. She has been lying ill of con- 
sumption for twenty-one weeks. Trinchen used often 
to go to see her, and strengthened and comforted her. 
She asks me every time whether Trinchen is not soon 
coming. She said yesterday, the Lord will not let me 
die nntil she is with me again. I am so sony I am 
BO foolish, and have nothing to say; at most I can but 
road her a chapter in the Bible, or a verse of a hymn. 
Yet ahe enjoys that too, and every time I go in, she 
Bat she is getting constantly weaker, 
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and I am afraid sbe viH die %TMioat liaring seen 
Trinchen again. 

nth June. 

Yesterday evening I wns called np again from bed. 
The eldest little daugliter of tbe tailor's wife stood 
crying at the door. "Mother is dying; Mias Trinchen 
Tiiist come," said ^. Trinchen co«ld not get np, it 
*as impoBsible, ahe Bent mt. "The Lord strengthen 
yon; we can do nothing except throngh Him," she 
said. The clnld had mn on before. I stood still first 
on the hill nnder the beech-tree. I had never seen 
any one die. My heart beat violently. And what 
should I say to the poor thing? I tnew of nothing. 
The Btani were shining above me in the clear sky, 
I kncH down, I looked up, I said the Creed. My 
, heart l)ecame fuller and fuller. "Dear Lord, Thou 
hast come to us from Thy beautiful heaven, from pure 
love alone. Thy will was to bring ua peace. Thou 
haat died for us, haat sacrificed Thyself for us, that 
onr sin should he taken from ub. Thou hast overcome 
the gates of hell and hast opened heaven to us. Oh 
dear Lord and Saviour, come now and help a dying 
woman." I entered the sick room. The mother was 
lyin^ pale in her bed, father and children stood beside 
1;er. "Not Miss Trinchen," said the sick Woman in a 
low voice. "What shall Miss Trjnchen do?" I said 
kindly, "Help me, I must die." "Man conld not help 
yon," I said, "our dear Lord and Saviour alone can 
help you now. We will pray to Ilim that He will 
come to ns." The sick woman assented, "Come, dear 
Lord," I said. I felt wondetfully helped, and even the 
sick woman smiled. I sajd the Creed, she said it aoftl-j 
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after me, her voice constantly grew weaker. I got 
frightened again. I knelt down, father and children 
with her; we sang, "Jesus, my confidence." The sick 
woman looked more and more happy. How it thrilled 
me to think that He has helped ns, may I never forget 
it! She died during the singing. I wept with the 
father and children, and presently went away. I sat 
a long time under the beech-tree; it was quiet, very 
quiet; the stars were shining. I forgot the present; it 
seemed as though I gazed far into the future, — as if 
my life already lay behind me. Happiness and unhap- 
piness seemed to me so unimportant, Trinchen^s life of 
care and tears so rich. I went through the garden, 
the roses were in bloom, the lime-trees were fragrant 
How beautiful and sweet is a rose! Oh, to be happy 
is also beautiful; if I could but see Trinchen and poor 
aunt happy. 

19th July. 

Uncle, the court-marshal, has written such a short 
hard letter that aunt is quite broken down. Praise 
God that Trinchen is well again. He calls it folly foi 
aunt to destine me for a court-lady; many young girls in 
the country, daughters of well-deserving men, aspire 
after it in vain. He proposes for me a situation as 
governess with a Frau von Schlichten in Braunsdorf. 
Trinchen is only grieved on aunt^s account She i^ 
proves of the matter To-monrow will be a sorrowftil 
birthday. 

17th July. 

I laid the wreath of roses round Trinchen^s sponge- 
cake, and my embroidered cap with it Jacob brought 
the table bouquet, as he still always calls it; everything 
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was ready to greet aunt on her forty-fifth birthday. 
I never got up ao sad as on this day, and yet it never 
ivaa more beautiful The scent of rosea and lilies 
mingled with the lime-blossoms ; the tops of the beeches 
lay soft and round, against the bright morning sky. 
The children came well washed and combed and in 
their Sunday clothes. I gave each a bunch of flowers, 
and took the largest myself. I had as Tisnal on that 
day pnt on my white muslin dress, although it is very 
short. When aunt was sitting in her arm-chair, we 
Bet the table before her, and placed oniaelvea in a 
half circle, and sang, "Ah, with Thy grace be near 
as." At first I was very near crying, but Trinchen 
sang with a clear voice, and I too got on better. Tears 
ran down aunt's cheeks. I knelt before her and bade 
her be comforted. She stroked the hair from my 
brow, looked at me kindly, and said, "Yes, it will go 
■well with you yet!" 

mth July. 
It becomes very hard to me; yet as my God will! 
I believe that He will guide me. I am going at 
Michaelmas. With my salary I can procure things 
wanting in the household. Jacob and Triiichea will 
have better days. Aunt is also calmer — she does not 
call it govemesa, but lady-companion. I am to speak 
English and Trench with a daughter of siiteen, and 
one of seventeen, to draw, and to play the piano, but 
also to take part in their social life and recreations. 
I have besides to teach a daughter of twelve years old. 
The last will give me great pleasure. I am afraid 
of the great ones, lest they should know more than 
I do. 
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10th Angiut. 

Trinchen is indefatigable in looking after my out- 
fit; treasures come to light of which I had never Icnown. 
My kind axmt has given me her velvet hat; the feather 
from tibe cap is stuck in it; it looks very pretentious. 
I work very little now, because Trinchen wishes that 
I should have holydays. I go my favourite walks; I 
draw the most beautiful points, and paint lihem. The 
little pictures shall adorn my room far away; they are 
very pretty. I do not neglect my school Doi^ can 
vie with me in knitting. The children too are orderly 
and clean. Trinchen has promised me to let the 
children come to her; Jacob too f will take charge of 
them, if necessary. They are both so kind; they wish 
to make my parting easier. I talk English a great 
deal with Adelaide. Aunt is quite pleased with this 
practice. 

24th Angost. 

Unde has written more kindly, and has sent a 
complete dress for me. The brown taffeta dress suits 
me well; the stuff was so ample, that the frock could 
be made long .enough. I look half a foot taller in it 
I am delighted with the dress. Trinchen is afraid I 
shall be too vain. 

6th September. 

The time draws nearer and nearer; my heart grows 

eavier and heavier. I have a great deal to do. I 

ill practise and learn; I am afraid that I do not know 

LOugL Aunt is often angry about it. But to go 

Lone to quite strange people! Trinchen says I shall 

**' walk on such smooth paths there. The best of it 

lo not go alone — no, not alone. 
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My heart is always very full. I do not know what 
I shall do; I pack up and get fliinga together. Trmchen 
Bays, I oaght not to take all that with me. I ghould 
like to take the whola dear Plettenhaus with me, and 
aunt and Trinchen and Jacob too! 



A morning full of glory and splendoor. The 
asters ahine forth in their gayest colours. Tha ver- 
benas are lying burning red on the green turf, the 
geraniums are reflected in the clear pond. And the 
forestl — I went aloug the Herrenatieg; it was bo 
silent, 1 heard my own footsteps lightly on the mosa. 
A wood-pecker was tapping the solid tinnks of the 
beeches, so that it echoed, aloud as if through a church. 
Yes, the beech-trees formed an arch aa if for a church, 
and it was very solemn in the wood. I picked myself 
dewy ivy and fern, and went up on the common, — out 
of the deep cool shade, into the bright sunshine. How 
resplendent was the broad vaUey beneath me; on the 
left Wenderhof and the meadows, and the bright heights 
in warm mist above them; on the right Waldstein on 
the mountain; the light fell through the high church- 
windowa, and the little towers and the tops of the 
gables of the church, were in sharp outline on the blue 
sky. The shepherd was sitting as usual under the old 
grove of becclies, and his fiock was feeding on the 
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slope, and many a white tuft of wool liangs on the 
rose-bush red with hips. I seated myself on my stone; 
the gnats were dancing, a great humble-bee hummed 
before me on a tall thistle; the tinkling of the sheep- 
bells sound sweetly at intervals "far off and near." 
I sat a long time lost in thought, and could not part 
fipom the scene. Farewell, dear home! 

4th October, late in the evdning. 

My trunk is packed, eyeiythmg is ready. My 
limbs and my heart tremble withThivering, and iixiety^ 
and melancholy — I know not what The rain is fall- 
ing in torrents. The bailiffs are very kind, they will 
send me to the train; lately also on Adelaide's birth- 
day they gave me a grey woollen shawl. 

They did it so delicately that it was no annoyance 
to aunt Kind aunt! Is she sleeping? surely not , 
Oh, Lord! Thou wilt be gracious to her, for she has 
loved much; dear Lord, make her strong; give her 
peace; make me also strong; be my faithful Leader. 

Lord, do Thou precede us 
Whither life may lead us! 
And our souls will not delay, 
Both to trust Thee and obey : 
Lead us by the hand 
To our fatherland. 

When hard times are near 
Grant us not to fear : 
And when saddest days assail 
Ne^er our burden to bewail : 
Troubles which may come, 
Shall but lead us home. 

Amen. 

We were obliged to start about five in order to 
lich the train. The rain was still falling in heavy 
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sliffwers. I went to aunt's bed-side to take leave. 
Jacob stayed in tbe ante-room, Triachen stood by ns; 
we all cried. "Pardon me all the trouble which I have 
given you. Tliank you for all your pains and labour." 
How hard it is to part, when one loyes! I shall be 
lonely, they will be lonely. "The life will be taken 
from our life when you are gone, dear MIbb," said 
Jacob. And how will it be with me? I leaned back 
in the comer of the carriage, and, because I had not 
slept at night, I fell asleep. Wben we were driving 
through a swollen forest-brook I woke up; then I beard 
rain rustling on the leaves. I felt so cold in my limbs, 
and at my heart. When it grew light we left hills 
and woodland and came into the flat corn-country. 
It had left off raining. The villages here look deso- 
late, — houses only, without trees, and to-day every- 
thing washed grey. In such a grey place was the 
station whore we left our carriage. In the waiting- 
room, we found some postillions and peasants. Jacob 
watched over me like a chicken, and got me some tea, 
but I only drank one cup, and left bim the rest. After 
Bome time, carriages drove up; many gentlemen came 
in. They appeared to stare at us and whispered 
to each other. I grew uneasy. Jacob said, "they 
think a princess is travelling incognita; that does not 
happen every day." I could not help laughing, but 
when the wonderful engine roared away with me, and, 
in such violent haste, carried me from Jacob and from 
everything which I love in the world, my heart was 
ready to break. But I controlled myself. I would 
not be weak-hearted. I talked with a lady and en- 
qnired too about the stations, so as not to miss the 
right one. The staring and whispering did not cease; 
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some people who wbea we stopped walked on tliiB plat- 
form, always looked inquisitively or laughing iato the 
carriagje. I tried to think what could be so striking 
in me, and as the good lady opposite herself, often 
looked at me in an embarrassed way,, I could not doubt 
that I was the object of attention. It might be my 
blue plaide^ ix^m^ Trinchen has lengthened it with a 
black satin stripe, and the sleeves too, but it was covered 
by the grey sba.wL It could o;nly be the hat It was 
fatal to me that Tri4ahen had stuck the feather in it; 
but she covered a shabby place with it. X was if), get 
out at a "lonely inn." I tried to get over my tinpiiity* 
I had my things given me, when even the porters 
seemed to langh at me, I assumued great importance, 
as aunt had advised me. That wasr useful. One of 
them even carried my travelling case into the ijopm at 
the inn. The carriage was not yet come, the, train 
roared away. I was utterly alone in. the cold inn- 
parlour and looked out into the grey, desolate,, rainy 
world, Then my heart was too full, my mouth qnivey^d — 
read^ to cry. With God's heljj X qonquerei it;, "AJo^!e> 
and yet npt quite forsaken." 

Only have patience! Th^ Lord i^ hfiJ:e aUQ in the 
strange desolate world; here also He has. heai:ts in 
^<^ch He dwells. He will also guide the^. to those 
whom thou canst tyust. Oh yes, He will do. it,, only 
have patience! I ^^,8.8 undecided whether X should let 
thcDi get me som^, coffee. I was out beyond, dkiner- 
time, b^t I feared the expense; and eat my hfQa.d. and 
butter.. Aunt had supposed that, they wonld receive 
me ceremoniously here, would give, ipe Befreshment, 
and then take riae on. I supposed so too. It was the 
first disappointment. I fear more will follow. Aft^- 
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some time came a carriage, a naety dirty baeket-cbiuse; 
the horses and coachman looked dirty too. I could 
scarcely believe that it could be the carriage of Frau 
Ton Schlichten, but it was; ray things were packed in. 
The coachman directed me to a place on the Beit be- 
hind. By me, lay a gentlemaD's old grey cloak: by 
the coachman, one like it, only lined with Scotch plaid. 
I aeked the coachman 'whose cloak that was. He re- 
plied that the one by him belonged to Herr von Schaf- 
fau, the brother of Frau von Schlichten; and the one 
by me, to Vollberger his servant, and that we should 
fetch both from the next place. It was very humiliat- 
ing to me that I was obliged to sit by the servant. My 
pride rose, but in secret I was glad that aunt was not 
obliged to see all this. After half an hour we came 
iuto a kind of valley; a large village — Grauberg lay on 
bare sand hills divided at intervals by alone bridges. 
At the end of the village was the castle. We stopped : 
about a quarter of an hour passed, and then several 
gentlemen appeared in the high arched doorway, and 
among them one old one and one young one in travel- 
ling dress, I was surprised that the yoang one was 
the master. He is very tall and thin and looks very 
distJnguished, otherwise he did not please me mnch. 
He was accompanied to the carriage by two gentle- 
men: they bowed to me. The two strangers spoke to 
me of the bad road and of the weather, Herr von 
Sch&ffau looked very much vexed for a moment, he 
. did not say a word to me, took the reins out of the 
ooachman's hand, and could scarcely wait till the ser- 
rant had seated himself by me. I was obliged to get 
over it, and who knows what will follow? Many of the 
nobility are said to be verj' proud and haughty towards 
.ft. U 
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their goyemesses. We had scarcely left the village 
when it began to rain gently, but soon more and more 
heavily. Herr von Schaffau put his doak aronnd his 
ears, and did not trouble himself about us. I was 
afraid for my hat I took it off, put it under the 
shawl and put a pocket-handkerchief round my head. 
On this occasion I, for the first time, looked round at 
my neighbour. How rejoiced I was to look into an 
old kind face, which reminded me very much of Jacob. 
He tried to shelter me from the rain, and, especially as 
he was the first human being who showed me sym- 
pathy, it did me good. The road became worse and 
worse, the wheels almost sank into the ruts, and we 
could only go at foot pace. When the carriage was 
once very near upsetting, I screamed. Herr von 
Schaffau looked round in astonishment. I now con- 
trolled myself and was quite resigned. I was frozen, 
weary, and hungry. I should have been glad even to 
lie down in the mud. When it was getting dark VoU- 
berger shewed me Braunsdorf. It lies on the same 
bare range of hills, but here it is planted with fruit- 
trees. The castle is an old building with two little 
round towers, and surrounded by high trees. VoUberger 
told me that it was a park which replaced a most 
beautiful forest. Meantime the rain had ceased, the 
clouds parted, and the golden moon was rising over 
the dark trees; that was a good omen for me. We 
drove into the castle-yard. One wing of the castle 
was brilliantly lighted; it looked magnificent, and my 
courage rose. On alighting I put on my hat again. I 
saw plainly that Herr von Schaffau looked dissatisfied 
with that. I will see whether I can take out the 
feather. He now said a few indifferent words and 
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seemed to compel himself to politenesB. I replied very 
shortly to thiB. In the lofty entrance-hall Vollberger 
left us, in order to fetch some one to me. Ilerr von 
Schaffaa escorted me upstairB. Servants were rnnnmg 
hither and thither, and dance-music sounded from the 
inner rooms. Herr von Schaffau said, and as it seemed 
to me rather Lromcally, "Perhaps those are pleasant 
tones to you?" I could not tell what to answer, for 
those tones are not so especially pleasant to me. "You 
are fond of dancing?" he continued. I now said, "1 
have never danced:" but it occurred to me that I had 
spoken thoughtlessly, and I added, "at least only alone 
or with the bailiff's Adelaide." ITiat surely sounded 
very foolish. Herr von Schaffau made a strange face, 
A rather sharp -featured light-complexioned girl came 
hastily and led me to my room, and promised im- 
mediately to order me a light and a fire. But Bhe did 
not come, and I bad time to look about nie in the 
room. I perceived that I found myself in one of the 
towers. Two windows were quite overgrown with ivy, 
the bright moonlight was falling through the two 
others. If I had not been tormented with hunger and 
cold, the solitude and repose in this peculiar and snng 
little room would have done me great good. My con- 
dition was insufferable to me: over there from the 
brightly hghted windows, I heard the noisy music. I 
could see too the shadows of dancera sweeping by; 
everything was lively and amusing: I was forgotten 
and quite alone. There was s gentle rap at the door, 
I cried, "come in." A gentleman came in. In the 
mlight 1 recognized the tall form of Herr von 
Schaffau: he asktd for Lucy. "Have you no light?" 
he said in astonishment. "Not yet," I answered^ and 
14* 
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my frame of mind was surely to be read in my tone 
of voice. He left me quickly, and, after some time, I 
heard loud voices in the corridor. The door was 
opened in a bustle, a lady in a heavy silk dress rustled 
in, a servant with a chandelier followed her. "It is 
as bad as a Turk^s £B,mily,^^ she said, scoldingly, 
"neither light, nor tea, nor anything else." She sent 
the servant away, and further expressed her displea- 
sure at the uncomfortable condition in which she found 
me. I kissed the lady^s hand, r and asked whom I had 
to thank for so much kind sympathy. "I am Aunt 
Julia and the sister-in-law of Frau von Schlichten," 
said she, "and as my sister-in-law is accustomed to 
trouble herself too little about her child, you will have 
more to do with me than with her." She now called 
Lucy! — there stands the strange-looking thing again 
behind the door. She fetched or rather dragged a 
child in, and introduced my pupil to me. I was almost 
frightened at the child's ugliness. A thin yellow face 
with dark eyebrows almost meeting; eyes as dark 
looked from beneath them, gloomily and suspiciously. 
The round tumed-up nose, and the large delicately 
compressed mouth, gave a certain bitterness to the face. 
This expression and the words of the aunt instantly 
gave me a misgiving that this child was cruelly treated 
by her mother. My heart was touched as I bent to- 
wards her, and asked whether she would like to be 
with me. Lucy turned away, and her aunt excused 
her when she left the room again without a word or a 
greeting. "It will be your task," she said amongst other 
things, (and the sharp voice, the sharp features and 
the pointed nose, seemed to me to become softer and 
more gentle as she sppke) "it will be your task, to gain 
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the love of this child. There is aomething different in 
her little heart from what appeiiTs. Besidea my child," 
nod she looked searchingly at me; "you seem to be 
still very young?" "Eig-hteen," was my modest answer, 
'Ton look Btill younger, and now do not make much 
pretension. I liave no objection to your carrying your- 
self Dpright; that is expected of a govemeas, but you 
might bend your head and your eyes a little more: do 
ao at least when you present yourself to my sister-in- 
law." I felt what she meant, it was the same as if 
Trinchen had warned me to humihty. I will receive 
it in this way. I thanked her heartily for her good ad- 
vice; she stroked me on the forehead. "If you will 
make your toilette quickly, I will help you and will 
lead you to the company," she aaid, in a motherly way, 
but I excused myself to-day, which she quite under- 
stood. After a short time tea was brought to me, and 
by the warm stove I soon felt refreshed and warmed. 
Now it is midnight I have been sitting a long time 
at the window. The moon had passed from the bustling 
side of the castle to the silent one, it shone upon it 
with its silvery hriUianee, and also on the lofty beauti- 
ful trees and the turf of the park. So one day lies 
behind me: it seems to me a long time. I have ex- 
perienced much, and much around me is still in ob- 
BcQrity. Oh LordI give me light. Oh Lord! turn the 
heart; of the child to me; give me strength for my 
office; give me humility to bear everything which 
thou layeet upon me; let me always bear in mind 
that everything comes from Thee — nothing from 



i 






214 DIABT OP A POOB TOUSO ImKBT. 

fth October* 

Vfben I awoke the bright sun was Bhining into the 
window. I observed that I had oTerslept myself, but 
nothing was moving in the castle for a long time. I 
stood by the open window towards the park-side, and 
was enchanted with the nnnsoallj magnificent view. 
There is a wide extent of tnr^ dnmps of trees advance 
or recede, and also on the right extend on to the hills. 
The snn was shining over the tree tops; it could not 
be seen whether it was its golden light, or the antnnm, 
which had made them so gorgeous. Beneath my 
window is blooming a bed of monthly roses; they 
mingle their scent with that of mignonette. Just by 
a little bridge leads to a shady walk under maple- 
trees. I did not hesitate long, I went down in ord» 
to look more closely into the face of the brilliant 
morning. From a pavilion I looked down on the 
village, and the castle, and the whole country. It is not 
so monotonous as it appeared to me in the bad weather 
yesterday; no, it seemed to give me a joyful welcome; 
only I tremble and do not venture yet to respond to 
it. Shall I have heavy or cheerful days here? When 
I returned, the fair Sophy met me in the corridor. "Up 
so early?" she asked in surprise, "and you have had 
no breakfast yet?" I replied that I liked to get up 
early if I did not disturb anyone by it; as I was ac- 

'tomed to breakfast later. I enquired at the same 
the habits and circumstances of the house so far 
ley concerned me; when I could speak to Frau 
dchlichten; whether it was the custom for me to 

ikfast alone or with the family; and such like 
ngs. 

RATthy told me more than I wished to hear. The 
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thiagB which I heard were not calculated to give me 
courage. Aaut Jnlia ib at the head of the household, 
has the rule in everything. FraE von Schlichten 
I not interest beraelf in such things. Meantime 
ahe takes pains, for the sake of her two daughters, 
to make her house in every way lively; and nnder- 
Btandfl that admirably. The property, however, really 
belongs to her brother — Herr von Schaffau, who is on 
good terms neither with Aunt Julia nor with his sister, 
and no one understands why he suffers this female 
establishment here. He has returned within half a 
year from long travels. At his departure the young 
ladies were almost children-, now he is diesatisfied 
with them: it is not to be thought of for him to many 
TheVla, the eldest daughter; although Frau von 
Schlichten very much wishes it. He ia a aevere and 
stem uncle. It is feared he will not long suffer the 
ladies here; unless they change for the better. He 
TUree with his people in the back wing of the house, 
1 the master and mistresses in the castle are at 
I, so are the servants also. VoUberger especially 
i old spy, a hypocrite and a powerful one too; and 
V^'Aimt Julia has all the power in this wing, Voll- 
r berger manages everything in that one. There are not 
tbe world two greater antipodes. If the old man 
iver shows his thoughts, one at least knows what 
, they are. But Aunt Julia diasembies her opinion. 
From that side and especially through VoUberger it 
happened that tbe last governess was obliged to leave 
the honae; for be is suapected of telling everything to 
his master. It really pleased the aunt, for she was too 
cruel to little Lucy, and she carried on nothing but 
a with tbe two elder young l&diw, Wt^wKKosa 
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fleiT vonScbafiau was against her, the aunt held back 
from being against her, and she was vexed that Herr 
yon Schaffau gained his purpose. In return the aunt 
has carried her point that you should come, and not an 
older lady, — the sister of the clergyman here in the 
place, a very learned lady but a devotee and a simple 
person, who is not at all fit for the young ladies of the 
house. So said Sophy and much more. Herr von 
Schaffau^s behaviour is explicable to me, after this; but 
I find myself in a labyrinth. "If you wish to get on 
well here, you must hold with Aunt Julia and with 
us:^' this was Sophy^s advice. I thought for a moment, 
and then I said: "Have God before thy eyes and in 
thy heart;" I will do my duty; and then, whether it 
shall go well or ill with me, will be as God sees best 
Sophy looked at me and sighed. "You are right 
after «J1," said she. "Then are there reaUy no morning 
prayers in the house?" I asked with faltering voice. 
"Oh dear no I" replied she, "not on this side at least 
I believe the master does something of the kind with 
his people, and the new Pastor here would like to 
introduce the new method; but it fares badly with 
us. Because a fortnight ago he preached so horribly, 
and Miss Julia said ^mere hints at us,' she has for- 
bidden it; not one of us may go again to church. 
Now we did not often go," added Sophy, "and if I 
wish to go to the Holy communion, I do it up in Bern- 
kersdorf with my relations." I broke off the conver- 
sation; I knew enough for the first time, and enough 
to think over. But this was only the beginning of 
the day. I was to experience more. After I had ar- 
ranged my things in my little room, and had begm to 
mite to aunt, it was almost noon^ and Sophy appeared, 



StAHT OF A FOOB TOUND I.AST. 

EB she had promieed me, to call me to Frau von 
Sclilichten, who wtis at a second breakfast with her 
daughters aod guests. Some old uucloa and young 
cousins are here to enjoy partridge-ahooting; also there 
is no lack of ladiea, and every day here, or on the 
neighbouring estates, there is some festivity. 

The lower storey ia very magaiiiceiit, wirpets and 
vasea and silk furniture everywhere. I stood timidly 
in the ante-room: through the open door, I heard the 
clatter of many voices; it is very hard to go alone 
among such strangers. Trinchen's words came with 
comfort to my soul "If the Lord of all is with you, 
you can appear everywhere with comfort: armed with 
His weapons, humility and love, you will muke your 
w»y through all." Timid as I was, I went courage- 
ously iu. Misa Julia came to meet me: a, silence 
arose, they looked at me with curiosity; I was intro- 
duced. Fran von Schlicbten greeted me with a certain 
graciouanesB, which however did not please me. Then 
Thekla and Kosalie came to me. They are both very 
beautiful girls, only rather too small as it seems to me. 
After they had both said something to me I stood 
alone. Aunt Julia sometimes tuned to me, and invited 
me to eat. I had now an opportunity of seeing and 
hearing the people. They were almost all ladies. The 
gentlemen were gone shooting. A pretty young man 
was called "cousin" by the ladies of the house, and 
"Hen- von Eeinberg" by strangers. He led the conver- 
sation; but he appeared to me so foolish, yes, rough, 
and common-place, that I wondered how the young 
ladies could laugh at his wit An elder gentleman, 
with a large moustache, was still worse: besides he 
shewed a certain familiarity with the \a4\6a >(\a& ■«*s, 



repuleive to me. Trinclien'a descxiptions of fie worlA 
stood in reality before me. "We spend onr years as 
a tale that ia told." After aome time we heard slow 
steps in the ante-room. "Uncle Schaffau!" said the 
young ladies; and to my astouiiihineDt a different time 
was suddenly stmck np; only the old gentleoian took 
a pleasure in remaining the same, hut he also was 
ohliged to adapt himself to the repose and gravity of 
Herr von Schaffau. I hegged Aunt JuJia at her con- 
venience to assign me my employment, and for tha 
present to allow me to go and look for my Lucy. 

She was excessively kind to me, and if I had not 
feared that she did it in defiance of Herr von Schaffau, 
it would have gone still more to my heart I found 
Lucy quite near my room, in a room which is occupied 
by the three sisters. I did all that one does to 
children's hearts, and I observed with joy that she be- 
came rather more at her ease. Suddenly ahe aaad, 
"shall you be as amiable to-morrow as you art 
day?" I was frightened at the sharp unchild-like tone 
in which she spoke. I answered aeriously, "With the 
Lord's help 1 hope to become more amiable every 
day." "With the Lord's help?" she asked in wonder. 
"Do you not understand what that means?" I asked. 
"Oh, yes, but" — she shook her head. I went with her 
to the window. 

"Do you see the high arching sky, the shining eun, 
the magnificent trees, the lovely flowers? Cannot Ha 
who has made all that fashion oar hearts also as He 
wishes?" "Certainlyl" said Lucy abruptly. "And I 
will ask Him," I continued, "that He will make me 
amiable, and that Ho will give me your heart and 
'OUT love." I was much a&cted at these last wordfl, 




I pressed the cUld in my anus, and a kiss on lier lips. 
She looked thonghtfully at me, and her dark eyes 
■were tearfnl acd hor fcatiirea did not appear at all 
ugly to me now, but touching and lovely. We went 
together into the garden. Aa the sun wag so bright I 
pnt on my hat, and took my muslin mantilla instead 
of the heavy shawl. 

Lucy looked wonderingly at mo. "What do yon 
look like now?" said she. "Now, what?" I asked 
rather embarrassed. "Like Donna Petronella in the 
Preziosa," she replied eagerly and joyfully, as though 
she had exactly hit upon it. The comparison did not 
please me. She had hefore told me of the players 
who were in the village, and where ehe had seen 
Preziosa. Had she read my feelings on my face? 
She quickly added, "she is very beautiful too." I was 
ashamed of my sensitiveness, made a joke of the matter, 
and we went into the garden. We sat in a lovely 
' place under maple-trees. I had made a wreath for 
Lncy from the very beautiful coloured leaves; then we 
heard and saw the company from the castle approach- 
ing us. They remained standing in the distance, I 
do not know whether I hear more quickly than other 
people, it was surely not their intention that I should 
hear it, but my toilette was the subject of their wit. 
"She looks just like a princess at the theatre," said 
Thekla after other obseFvations. "She is a vain foolish , 

person," added Herr von Schaffau. Lucy, anxious and | 

sympathizing, read the impression of these words on 
; my featares. I became as red as fire, and involuntarily | 

I took off the unfortunate hat. Lucy pnt the maple- 
I wreath on me, bent towards me and said tenderly, ' 

h "Don't he sad." I kissed the child's iOTe\i%a.\-, -^V-ei^ j| 
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I looked up, Herr von Schaffan was standing before us. 
He seemed to wonder at onr intimacy, and then tamed 
kindly to Lucy. I know not why his harsh judgment 
made me so miserable. Aunt Julia followed close be- 
hind him; she placed herself at my side as if to protect 
me, yet I felt that her authority could not now prevent 
an' Jsault from their flashing iToks and haught/voices. 
One elderly maiden-lady came to me and said very 
kindly, "What a charming hat you have there!" I 
looked at her just as aunt used to do, when she said, 
"Miss KAtharine!" "Yes, a charming hat!" repeated 
the old gentleman with the moustache, "but what 
fashion is it, young lady, it is so unique, so piquant?" 
I felt such an impulse at my heart; and anger and 
pride were roused. I drew myself up. "I am soiry 
not to be able to teU you," I answered quietly, "the 
study of the fashions has never been interesting to me." 
They were silent. I saw a visible change on their 
faces. But the old gentleman continued, "Well said, 
young lady. I make you my compliments! But mere 
protestations! On my honour. Would you not have 
loved to look at the magazine of fashions as well as 
these ladies?" "I assure you that I see it before me 
for the first time to-day," I replied, in the same quiet 
way. "Good gracious!" said the old man, and laughed 
aloud. But I was near crying. I felt myself so ugly 
in this fashion, and resolved to let aaytldng befal me 
rather than to defend myself in this way. I took 
Lucy by the hand, bowed and left the place. They 
could not blame me for that I also plainly heard 
aunt Julians scolding voice, and soon came Thekla 
behind us and asked, with some embarrassment, whether 
J would not join in a walk. My tears had now really 
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burst forth. I felt very imLappy. I tried to say no 
kindly, and hastened witli Lncy to the house. Lucy 
now began to speak of her sistera, in a very imchild- 
like way. She ia really beyond her years. I knew 
now what I had fo do. It was very difficult to my- 
aelf, but I tried to excuse those who had hurt my feel- 
ings. So I urged on myself to he conciliating, and I 
felt that by and bye, the sting in my heart became 
loosened. Now I cocld pray, "Come Holy Ghost and 
help me;" now I was able to speak so joyfully of my 
Lord and Savionr. I spoke of forgiveness, of the love 
of enemies, how He has loved ua, and still loves ns, 
though we turn our hearts too coldly and unbviogly 
from Him. I said to her that we would both beseech 
the Lord, that He would entirely take possession of 
our hearts, so that we could do everything from love 
to Him, and even love those who grieve ua. 

Lucy listened attentively though in astonishment. 
When Sophy came to fetch her and to dress her for 
dinner, she gave me her hand and looked very kindly 
at me. It did my heart good. After some time 
Sophy came again to help me also in changing my 
dress, and when I showed little pleasure in it, she told 
me that my predecessor always dressed in the most 
distinguished way. She wished to tell me more about 
her and, indeed, only evil things, but I bade her be 
nlent, because I considered it a sin to listen to such 
things-, on the other hand, I should be very glad to 
hear something good of the inmates of the house. 
"Ah, those are only innocent views of the world," said 
Sophy, "yon will Icnrn something different here." I 
was glad now to bring Trinchen's good lessons into 
id did ao fo the utmost of my weak powers. 



I use, 

L 
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Sophy is an open and good-hearted girL She saw 
how wrong and hateful it is to speak evil of people, 
and to listen to such conversations. I said to her that 
we would mutually strengthen each other not to fall 
into these faults; especiallj for Lucy's sake, because 
the welfare of her soul now rests on ours. She ought 
not to hear a loveless word from our mouth, for the 
Lord Jesus says, "Whosoever ofltendeth one of these 
little ones, it were better for him that a mill-stone were 
hung around his neck, and he cast into the depths of 
the sea." Dear Lord! bless these words. Especially 
bless them to myself; give me strength for my difficult 
but beautiful vocation. Oh, might I but lead this child 
to Thee! This endeavour and this hope shall be a 
compensation to me for much which I have to dispense 
with here. I went into the dining-room with conci- 
liatory and generous thoughts; yet they were scarcely 
necessary to me. Sophy's pains too about my toilette 
were unnecessary; no one took any trouble about me, 
I found my place and Lucy's at the end of the table, 
two boys sat by us. There was no grace ^ and I am 
ashamed to say I had not the courage to make one for 
myself. The boys entertained us very much. The 
elder one "cousin Alfred" especially is witty and 
agreeable. We forgot the great people, and were con- 
tented in our sphere. I was even obliged to caution 
my young people because we drew the attention of the 
company upon us. Herr von SchaflEau's scrutinizing 
looks often rested on me, yet he did not appear dis- 
satisfied with our mirth; besides his opinion, his satis- 
faction or dissatisfaction, shall be indifferent to me; 
a man who is unjust and without a conscience in words 
d opinions, has no authority with me. So I thought 
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at table, and in these thoughts fonnd a. satiBfaction for 
the injnHtJce that had been done me. But I was soon 
to have other thonghts. After dinner the young people 
soon assembled in order to act charades and tableaux. 
Herr von Tfllsen, the old gentleman with the moustache, 
pressed me very much to take part in them. I thanked 
him and refused- He asked me tlie reason. I replied 
to him that I knew too little of the subject. He went 
on talking to me. He asked whether I had inten- 
tionally chosen such a peculiar style of dress. Trinchen 
has lengthened and trimmed my white dress with a 
beautifully embroidered bed-curtain. I see very well 
that I look different &om the ladies here. It distresses 
me also to be the object of their ridicule, yet it shall 
not make me unhappy. I answered Herr von Tiilsen 
that from my youth I had been accustomed to see my- 
gelf strangely dressed, and those around me would bo 
obliged to get accustomed to it, aa for the present I 
coald make no change. Herr von TUlsen was very 
kind about it, said complimentary things in an an- 
blnshing manner, so that I was very glad when Herr 
von Schaffau interrupted this conversation. I went 
away from them. Great and small were busy with 
preparations for the representations. I seated myself 
in a deep bow-window, drew the dark curtains a little 
forward, and was now alone with the bright moonlight, 
and the splendid bunch of asters which Sophy had 
stock before me. I felt sad at heart. I was home- 
aick. I looked up at the moon and thought how its 
heame were resting now on the dear Plettenbaus, I 
closed my eyes, I should have liked to fall asleep, and 
to forget the strange world around me, and to dream 
of dear home. Then I heard a noise by me, imd saw 



i 



224 DIABY 09 ▲ POOR TOUNa LADT. 

Herr von Schaffau at my side. He looked serious and 
yet kind. I do not know exactly what words he 
spoke. He asked pardon for having hurt my feelings 
this morning, and begged me not to mistrust him, and 
to be quite convinced that he meant well to me. 
These words touched me, it seemed to me as though 
he had to pardon me. He then asked whether I was 
home-sick and felt sad« I could not deny it. Whether 
I should get accustomed to the country life? I told 
him that I had never yet seen a great city. He was 
surprised, called me happy, and then laughed about it 
I could not help telling him of home and felt delighted; 
though I must confess that his manner inspires me with 
more fear than confidence. Lucy fetched me to the 
representations. I saw magnificent things, but un- 
disturbed. It was a matter of great indifPerence to 
me, that aunt Julia wished to move me opposite the 
others; my heart was calm. But it made me melan- 
choly to hear Lucy's comments. Very cleverly, but 
very bitterly, she spoke out her opinions on the com- 
pany. I could say nothing in reply. My wisdom was 
at an end for to-day, and the thought whether I am 
equal to my office torments me. 

Tth October. " 

The bright beautiful Sunday morning chased these 
thoughts away. I folded my hands, and looked long 
into the deep blue sky. Lord I teach me the way that 
I shall go. I opened on the verse, "Therefore saith 
the Lord he who believeth must not make haste." For 
trial alone teaches us to pay attention to the word. 
Yes, Lord, I believe that Thou wilt help me through. 
I will not neglect to pray to Thee. I was very cheer 



fuL Sophy came in. I should like to tave read a. 
chapter in the Bible with her, but I was afnud of be- 
ing hasty. 1 Bhali not be able to restrain myself long', 
and I do not doubt of gaining Lucy and Sophy, dear 
Lord, frith Thy help. I invited Lucy to accompany 
me to church. She assured me her aunt had forbidden 
her to go. So I went alone to-day, and, indeed, very 
gladly. I was at the church-yard before the beUs 
began. How quietly the sunshine rested on the graves! 
There were lark spnre and yellow marigolds, here and 
there in the golden grass. I wandered from rtone to 
atone, from cross to cross, and made acquaintance with 
the qoiet company. But also at the same time with 
the living in the village. In that house, I read, a 
mother is mourned; there a father; and there children. 
In quite a freab-made grave, there rests a widow who 
has left five children behind. Poor orphan childreni 
I wonder whether it is aa well with you as it was with 
me, and whether you have found as faithful love as I 
did? I laid an aster on this nnpretending grave, and 
thought the while whether there was nothing I could 
do from love to these orphan childreni At the first 
sound of the bells I went into the church; it was so 
quiet and clean and light, a true bouse of God. The 
pews are of dark carved oak. The castle-pew is 
especially beautiful. But moat beautiful of all are the 
effigies each side of the altar; on the left, a knight 
kneeling, five sons behind him; on the right, the lady 
with five daughters. Oh, how beautiful to be a pious 
and humble lady! To think what these were, and 
how it looks at the caslle now! We sang, "The Holy 
Ghost we now implore." I joined with my whole 
heart in singing it. Yea, He can even come b^w.^ 

Jew*/", im JfiimHT,, etc. \^ 
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and bring true faitb, iand the Lord Jesns Cbrist, and 
peace. Daring the singing Heir von SchaiPau had 
come in; I had not observed it Shortly before the 
sermon, appeared Frftulein von Bamberg, with much 
mstling. It is she who thought my hat beautiful, and 
from love to Herr von Schaffau , quarrels daily with 
aunt Julia, and perhaps also; on that account has trans- 
gressed the command not to go to church. I was 
obliged to make a real effort not to give way to foolish 
distracting thoughts*, the sermon helped me. 

It was from the gospel of the day S. Luke 14th chapter 
and 11th verse. He particularly dwelled on the words, 
"Whosoever exalteth himself shall be abased, and he 
who humbleth himself .shall be exalted.^' A lowly 
path does not suit my disposition, and yet I would 
rather that necessity and compulsion (as Trinchen pro- 
phesied for me) should not be the £[rst to bring me 
into it. Now I wish voluntarily to lay everything at 
the feet of the Lord. How thankful I am to have 
found a preacher here. It was what was wanting to 
us at home. Trinchen's. prayers are heard« I shall 
never be forsaken here. If I am dismayed at the 
castle, I will go to the little parsonage. Herr von 
Schaffau stood waiting .at the door; but I stayed behind, 
I did not wish to go with them. At last, when all the 
people had left' the church, I came out; I could scarcely 
part from the peaceful place. How charmingly church 
and parsonage stand here on the height! Just behind, 
on a grassy) hiU, stand two old lime-trees; and a chests 
nut avenue, leads on into the cherry plwitation. I 
should like ,- to ; have drawn the picture exactly, bat 
pencil and paper were; wanting to me. As I was go- 
in^ towa^ the foot-path to the parsonage, doubting 
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whether I could not pay my visit tbere to-day, the 
Utile swing-door which leads fo the garden opened, 
and one little child's head after another looked out 
and listened. I spoke to them. They came Dearer. 
I sat down on a grave-stone and soon I had five lovely 
children around me, who asked questions, and chattered 
very sociably. I heard that papa was busy with his 
duties, mamma was in the kitchen, and would quickly 
cook the dinner, and that Herr Heher, the tutor, was 
there in the garden minding the two smallest little 
sisters. I promised soon to visit them, kissed all the 
little ones, and went back through the park. Up there 
it was a bright quiet Sunday, down here it was desolate 
and noisy. The people in the house are very busy; 
there is to he dancing again this evening; guests from 
the neighbourhood are also expected. There was a 
Bound of ioud laughing and joking from the breakfast- 
room. I put off my hat acd shawl in the ante-room. 
I looked at myself in the lofty mirror, and was de- 
lighted; it seemed to me as though I looked like one 
of those noble maidens in the church. As aunt never 
goes oat in the winter, Trinchen made me a dress out 
of her black silk cloak; it is rather narrow and scanty, 
and the white lace too round the neck, makes it look 
mediEBvaL Herr von Tiilaen received me, "Young 
l*dy, you look like a sister of mercy to-day!" "I 
■wiah I were one," I answered, pleasantly. "Ah," said 
he, "one may see you are come from church. But 
now then! I say to you that if you often hear that 
" diabolical preacher, it will be dangerous for you." He 
t then spoke in a very frivolous way of preaching and 
divine worship. Most of his young hearers appeared 
amused at it, and only looked ahylj aomWimea to'Mftsi.* 
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Hen* von Schaffaa, who was standing rather near us, 
but so engaged in talk that he did not hear this con- 
versation. I looked turound me, whether no one would 
interrupt this blasphemer. Suddenly he said, ^^You 
are very silent, young lady." I answered, that I was 
silent from horror, because I had never before heard 
anything of the kind. He blushed and that gave me 
courage. "Do not you think that I am a bad Christian," 
said he. " You are no Christian at all," said I seriously 
He wished to defend himself, said that he was a friend 
to clever sermons, and beautiful church-music. I was 
glad that his empty prattle really sounded empty, and 
made no impression on the listeners. But I had no- 
thing farther to do with him, except that when he 
called our chorales lullabies, I stood up and asked 
whether I might play and sing to him Ihe one which 
we sang in church to-day. I put down both pedals 
to imitate the organ, and played in full chords and 
sang, "The Holy Ghost we now implore." .Oh yes, 
I felt the power of the Holy Ghost. He himself ap- 
peared to be shaking the hearts of the listen^g. Chitrchat 
and laughter were hushed; when I ceased, I saw only 
faces of astonishment. "Splendid, splendid I" began 
Herr von Ttilsen. I did not listen to him. Rosalie 
laid her hand on my shoulder, and said, "how beauti- 
ful!" Aunt Julia praised me very loud; she did so 
in order to exalt me in opposition to others. Herr 
von Ttilsen is on her side. He declared, my voice was 
a five thousand dollar voice; he could wish nothing 
more than to hear me sing Romeo. He begged me to 
sing another song. I was almost inclined to follow his 
request. It gave me pleasure for the moment to be 
thought something of by theae ^^eo^le. Oh^ I am very 
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much ashamed. Heir von Scliaffau, -who had ah«ady 
heard anat Julia'a commendations with a very indif- 
ferent countenance, looked searchingly at me. I read 
in his features, "Is it possible that she is not a vain 
foolish person?" I felt, indeed, that I was, but no 
one ahall see it now. I refused Herr von Tiilaen'a 
request to play the symphony also. I saw the young 
people were preparing for a walk, and left the room 
with them and Lucy. Very foolish thoughts, indeed, 
came into my mind then. Oh, we must certainly he 
on our guard and pray, "lead us not into temptation." 
The tempter is very crafty. "Is it wrong to make an 
appearance conformably with one's position in the 
world, and to see oneself respected hy tie world?" thus 
he spoke. Aunt has made it a sacred duty with me 
not to lose sight of this; she has assared me that other- 
wise I should he of no use in my position. It ap- 
peared quite true to me, that if I have no authority 
in the house, I cannot have an influence on my pupils. 
Oh no! all self-deception is over; the lonely hours have 
done me good; if only I had not to go into the whirl- 
pool again. Dear Lord, give me a strong heart, give 
me power to feel Thee constantly near me. 

Letter from Luln to btn borne. 
Ddak Amn, 
I wish to finish the letter to-day and to send it to 
the peat to-morrow so that you may hear from me at 
last. You would fi,el at home in my little room, I 
oan only assure you once for all that I have every 
convenience. That I do my hair myself ought not to 
trouble you. I do it quickly and well, and even when 
Sophy afterwards said, she should like to undertake it 



230 DIABY OF A POOB Y0X7RG LADT. 

when she has more time, I would not suffer it Kow 
hear, about Sunday. Jacob must hear about it too. 
It was grand. I should like for jou, dear Aunt, to 
have seen Frau von Ramberg in a blue brocade dress, 
and golden bird of paradise. Ah, no, I think yon 
happy in your peaceful world! But tell Trinchen that 
Sophy has taken the white feather out of my hat, and 
has put a carnation-coloured ribbon in its place. It 
was too striking, and it looks less pretentious and yet 
very good. The rest of my wardrobe is excellent and 
quite sufficient It would be folly to wish to compete 
with the ladies here; they often dress three times a 
day! Sophy came on Sunday afternoon to l^elp me 
with my dressing. She was almost frightened diat I 
had nothing of a ball-dress to show; but she was 
astonished when I brought out imcle^s state-dress. She 
stuck white dahlias in my hair and on my bosom, 
which looked splendid on the bright golden brown. 
So for once I could rustle down the stairs and through 
the rooms. Several servants in livery stood in the 
ante-room. I afterwards copied one exactly, and sent 
him for Jacob, that he may see how the like of him 
look. At Christmas I hope I can send him some kind 
of livery, but do not tell him that. Besides there is 
not one of the servants except Vollberger who is so 
well trained and so expert as he is; tell him that, dear 
Aunt I When I came to the company I was quite 
dazzled by the splendour of the dresses, and by the 
"^pearance of the rooms. The old ladies in brocade 
Bses, feathers, and head-dresses; the young ladies in 
ize, and crape, and flowers. There was such a 
emonious whispering and exchanging of compliments, 
le gentlemen with white ties and gloves, walked 
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ligliilj over the poliflhed floor; tHe. violins were being 
tried in the orchestra. I must confess it produced 
quite an impression on my mind; full of awe, I dare 
not walk through the drawing-room, and gladly gave 
myself into Lucy's protection, who led me over to the 
young ladies. Are you anxious, dear Trinchen? 
Oh no, the temptation passed over, I did not dance. 
Do you know why? I was not asked; at least not 
till "the impression" was subdued. I saw how the 
old ladies, with their daughters before them, moved 
elegantly through the room, and how the daughters 
became more and more lively; and how madly they 
flew through the room, and then stood all in disarray 
before me. 

If I could but describe to you the expression with 
which they looked down on me, down on me compas- 
sionately! it made me proud. I made a vow never to 
dance. No, I did not do it on that account, dear 
Trinchen! no; I thought of your descriptions of dancing 
parties. I felt that in that way they were only on 
the broad way. I seemed as if I could see Satan 
leading the ranks; that with all the brilliance and 
glitter he is laying snares to entangle souls. Dear 
Trinchen, at that time you were surely alone in your 
little chamber; you were just praying for me, and say- 
ing, "lead her not into temptation." I suddenly felt 
a wonderful strength within me. I saw no longer any 
splendour, I only saw a miserable transitory existence, 
and the human beings seemed quite strange to me, 
and their insane conduct quite dismal. Herr von 
TUlsen now came to ask me. I thanked him and 
refused. I wished to leave the drawing-room, but 
Lucy begged me to remain till the ice-tarts caia<^ L 
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remained in my qniet comer, and pushed a flower 
stand before me in order to be unseen, and gave my- 
self up to my own thoughts; Lucy sat in the other 
comer of the sofa. The ice-tarts were long in coming. 
Lucy fell asleep. The dancing-music sounded more 
and more distant to my ears; my eyelids became heavier 
and heavier; I also fell asleep. Herr yon Ttilsen awoke 
us with his loud laugh. "Pray, how could you go to 
sleep here?" "Why not?" I answered. "In the 
midst of the noise?" I felt like one who hears storm 
and rough weather outside, and who is sitting secure 
in a warm room. He wished to enquire still farther 
about my taste for dancing. I evaded him. 

Eosalie and some stranger-ladies came to us: their 
dresses were disarranged by dancing, they looked ex- 
hausted: we made room for them on the sofa. If so 
much splendour could lead me astray at first, I should 
now have been undeceived. There is nothing more 
melancholy than a company wearied out with dancing 
and late hours, especially when one looks at them 
quite fresh oneself, as I could. I woke up well-satisfied, 
and only lamented with Lucy that we had slept 
through the ice-tarts. Herr von Schaffau,. who beard 
this, most kindly promised to get us some the next 
day. Herr von Tiilsen looked at him in astonishment, 
and turned lightly to Rosalie and me. "Our host is 
in a good temper to-day," he said ironicaUy, "what 
can keep him here? He does not gen^ully give u« the 
honour of his company on like occasions." ^^I can 
-ell believe that," said L "Why so?" "Because be 
ids it tedious here." "Thank you very much for the 
mpliment," said Herr von Tiilsen laughing. I was 
ent. Perhaps I had been too hasiy; but, dear Aunt, 
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I gained respect hy it. Ros&lie said I was qaite right, 
ajid HeiT voa Tlilsen began to philosophize in a similar 
way. But I soon wished them "Good morning!" and 
left the room with Lucy. When the sun had reached 
its highest, I found my ladies in the breakfast room. 
Frau von Schlichten bad appointed that the conversa- 
tion lesBona should begin to-day. If the company had 
appeared dismal to me in the uight, still more dismal 
now. The gentlemen had chosen the beat part, — they 
went shooting: but the ladies, very weary and ex- 
hausted, protested against speaking English. Herr von 
Tulsen agreed with them; he understands no English. 
The conversation turned on the past evening. Thekla 
and Miss Eamberg displayed great wit, while they 
paaaed the company in review. I grew angry. Lucy 
was hearing everything; she was laughing with them. 
I felt that it was now my duty as a governess to step 
in. Dear Aunt, you have always doubted of my taleut 
for it, but Trinchen is right; — "to whom tJie Lord 
gives an office, to him be also gives understanding."' 
A second time I gained respect for myself. Herr von 
Tlilsen came to my help. "What do you say to tliis 
malicious critjcism?" said he jokingly to me: "do yiiu 
not think it horrible?" "I certainly do," I replied 
quietly. "Now I am convinced that your lady-frieuda 
are now thinking just as tenderly of you," said he 
turning to the young ladies and smiling, "you can 
comfort yourselves with that." "Do you think that we 
have given them cause?" asked Thekla pointedly. 
"That does not matter," replied I; "it depends only on 
the want of principle of those who pronounce judg- 
ment." "Yes, on the taate for scandal," said Herr vou 
Tiilsen interrupting mo: "recollect that the ladies up 
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there in Granberg find the time as heavy as yon do, 
and do not wonder if they amnse themselves in the 
same way." I interrupted him by saying, "Yon should 
not make a joke of it; I think die matter too serious." 
"I leave FrSulein von Bamberg to talk seriously about 
it," said Herr von Tiilsen, "she is fond of the treat- 
ment of such subjects. Explain to us if yon please 
the commandment about it" "You make a miistake. 
/ am not governess here," said the FrSulein pointedly. 
So, as I might, I began to speak with some dignity. 
What is the 8th commandment? "Thou shalt not 
bear false witness against thy neighbour." What does 
that mean? "We are to fear and love God in such a 
way that we do not falsely deceive our neighbour, be- 
tray or slander or calumniate, but should excuse him^ 
speak well of him, and turn everything to his ad- 
vantage." Fran von Schlichten and some elder ladies 
came in, and interrupted us. It was too flagrant. 
"The young ones twitter as the old ones sang," 
whispered Herr von Tiilsen. 

Thekla and Rosalie laughed. "Will you not re- 
peat the 8th commandment to the mammas too?" 
asked Thekla. I looked seriously at her, and broke 
off the conversation. Dearest Aunt, you see that I do 
not derogate from my dignity, but rather maintain it 
in the best way, when I am seeking to live worthy 
of the Lord. Pray for me I Oh what a comfort it is 
in the midst of this throng to be able to think of you, 
— of your delightful quiet life and peaceful abode! At 
hristmas I rejoice in the hope of sending a large 
►x; Jacob must fetch it safely with the cart God be 
ith you, deafest Aunt. I kiss your hand. The Lord 
rengthen you with health and peace. I greet 
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Trinchen, 1x17 dear good Trinchen, a thousand times. 
Does Jacob still take care of mj little colony? Does 
David still get on to the box-tree, or is the box-tree 
no longer the fashion? Only think! Herr von Schaffau 
sent a large ice-tart, up into onr room for Lucy and 
me. At the same time I copied Vollberger with the 
keys in his hand; it is a litUe picture for Jacob. I 
wish the tart in his hands could be a real one! A 
thousand good wishes from 

Your dear 

Lulu. 

One more joke! I must tell you dear Trinchen, 
but you must not be angry at my foolishness. FrSu- 
lein von Eamberg asked me exactly why I did not 
dance. 

You must know she has taken your office of mak- 
ing me humble, but she does it in a different way, and 
I resent it very much. I repKed to her that I had 
never had the opportunity of having instruction in 
dancing with my equals. "Whom do you call your 
equals? if one may ask," said she. I replied, "only fa- 
ndlies who have two and thirty ancestors to show. My 
aunt is extremely particular about it, and our first 
family trouble was that a near relation has lately mar- 
ried a Countess K ." "Two and thirty ancestors, 

and a Countess K a mesalliance?" "Undoubt- 
edly," said I, "not more than a hundred years ago this 
family lived in a baker's shop!" 

lOth October. 

There is still a buzz in the house. I trouble my- 
self little about it. I found Aunt Julia by the sunny 
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Tine-covered wall in the kitchen garden. She was 
gathering the last sweet grapes. I helped her, and at 
the aame time spoke of Lucy. I begged her earnestly 
not to let her take so much part in the companies of 
older people, and aleo not to take her with them U 
Grauberg to-day. The aunt looked at me in astonish- 
meat "Mu§t the child stay here alone?" "I will stay 
too," was my reply. The aunt kissed me on the fore- 
headi "That is excellent," said she, and gave me the 
moat beautiful bunch of grapes as a reward. "Ton are 
also at liberty sometimes to hunt a hare for us chil- 
dren," said I playfully. "That I certainly will," re- 
plied she, "Sophy shall pnt me a pocket in the left 
ride, and then I can bag it!" The aunt is vehement 
and rather rough, but yet she pleases me best of all 
the ladies hero. I am sorry that she is so hostile to 
Herr von Schaffau, and that I am the cause of it. I 
never saw him otherwise than kind and gentle to her. 
That he so decidedly goes a different way, is the sup- 
port and comfort of the house. Must not Aunt Juha 
feel that? She is otherwise so reasonable and so diB- 
aatisfied with Frau von Schlichten, and with the elder 
daughters. She is so fond of Lucy, — poor neglected 
Lucy, and sees how hia love and anxiety for this child 
unite with hers. As she said lately to me, I mnst not 
take hiB mdeness to me to heart, and she called him at the 
me time a devotee and one who was never satisfied. 
aid I was very sorry to hear that, because Herr von 
I indulgent to me. I begged her to 
ire me the miserable feeling of being a cause of dit- 
.■d in the house; and said I should least of all like to 
ee her, whom I had loved so heartilj', do an injustice 
■^ t. I kissed her hand at these words. Sh? 




felt my BJaoerify, and kindly kissed my forehead. "I 
do not mean any harm," said she; "and if he ie 
generous, I wish to be so too. There!" She had on 
this occasion also given me the permission to take 
Lucy with me to church, and assured me at the same 
tjme that I mast not sopposo that she had any objec' 
tion to pie^. 

lifh Ooiobar, 

The day was too beautiful The mists struggled 
long with the sun, at last it stood in a clear sky. I 
also Lave risen above the mists; all distraction is over- 
come. Oh how miserable, sad, and empty is the bustle 
below me. Oh LordI let me ever feel Thy presence aa 
purely and powerfully as to-day! I prayed for Lucy, 
for her aunt, for Rosalie. I was very bold. I had 
the courage to have morning prayers for the first time 
with Sophy and Lucy. My confidence won their tearts 
to me. I prayed the Lord's prayer aloud, and read 
S. Matthew the 5tb, and sung with them "Ah with Thy 
grace be near us." Then I said we shonld now go 
comforted to our day's work, but we would pray for 
one another, that we might be tender-hearted and com- 
passionate, and of a pure heart and peaceable. My 
emotion was ao great that I could scarcely speak; 
tears ran down Sophy's cheeks. I know well she will 
not say much, she is very conceited. I began the 
lessons with Lucy to-day far more cheerfully. I was 
glad that I was freed from the conversation lessons in 
the breakfast-room, the ladies and gentlemen wished" to 
take a drive. I am very fond of taking a drive loo, 
bnt yet they never took me with them: I am fortunate 
to-day. I came with Lucy out of t^e ioOT", a. ^tiaS, 
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droskj was standing before it, a litUe pony cliaise 
was being led about in the yard. Lucy took tibe reinSi 
it was splendid! we droTe round in a circle; I believe 
I should soon learn to drive. When the ladies and 
gentlemen came out of the house, we got quickly down 
and ran into the garden. Oh how beautiful tibie day 
was, so peaceful and so bright! I should like to have 
followed the flight of my souL We danced through 
the park, and farther still to the hill in the chestnut 
avenue. The shining brown diestnuts lay upon the 
golden leaves. I felt inclined for play, I stuck little 
twigs with red hips and haws on a soft mossy place, 
and made a hedge of them. Chestnuts were collected 
and divided into companies. There were cows and 
calves, and a dog and sheep. Lucy's imagination 
quite entered into it It was a cow-pasture. Then we 
got to enchanted princes and princesses, and searched 
for stones for grottoes. It was a world of romance^ 
We sang and skipped and were merry. When Lucy 
became more and more intent, and could do without 
me, I seated myself in the church-yard just by, to 
draw the picture which pleased me so welL It suc- 
ceeded unexpectedly. I had scarcely put in the Mue 
sky and the chestnuts in the back-groimd, when alas! 
Herr von Ttilsen disturbed us. He had not gone a 
drive with them because of a headache, and assured us 
«d been three times in vain through the park, in 
to look for us. Most of the guests are now 
the least charming have stayed behind, — Frau 
jiiunberg with her daught^, and Herr von Tiilsen, 
is particularly repulsive to me. I went with luni 
jjucv: he began to make himself merry about us. I 
amestly to him, ^^Only a child-like mind 
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would know how to valne tbat, and that lie certainly 
was no longer a child," Then he said some senti- 
mental words; such as "I was mistaken in him," and 
seated himself very confidentially witfi ub. I was glad 
that our party just then came along the avenue. The 
carriages stopped. Ladies and gentlemen got out. 
Fran von Schlichten looked at me severely, I know not 
why. Aunt Julia was delighted with our play-ground; 
Rosalie also; — Thekla only spoke like Herr vonTiilsen. 
Lucy said very impertinently, "Only a child's heart 
would know how to value that, and she has no heart!" 
I was secretly ashamed that I had so apt a. pupil, and 
one who knew how to use my words so well, hut 
Thekla went joking on: they had all resolved to go 
home through the park. TTie little pony chaise was 
my rnin. I hjntod to Julia whether we could not 
dnve home in it. Herr von SchafFau willingly allowed 
it, he even drove us himself and sent the coachman 
on. That was a splendid drivel We did not drive 
hoine; nol through the park again, back to the hills, 
and on and on! Autumn had woven a silken veil over 
the golden fields, (he slanting rays of the sua glittered 
over them in rainbow hues, and the distance was so 
misty, and the sky so blue, and the trees so rich in 
colour. We were very much delighted. Herr von 
Schaffau also examined my picture, encouraged Lucy 
to drawing and painting, and promised us both, if we 
are industrious, his water-colours and beautiful paper. 
He is very fond of Lucy, and I believe this is the 
only point on which he agrees with Aunt Julia. Per- 
haps on that account he hears her harshness. Without 
her protection the child would he lost in the house. I 
have never seen Frau von Schlichteu act like 8. vaat-Viw 
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towards her; lier siitars go tiieir own way, and Tjaty 
is really a dnld of great endowments. She was so 
witty again in the carriage, bnt not about other people: 
she has promised me to he on her guard against that 
We lau^bed to-day at onrselyes. I was foolish enongk! 
Heir Yon Schaffau is Teiy indulgent, and acted as 
though nothing better was to be desired from us. But 
at table he threatened me lightly with his finger when 
we were too exuberant I became at once rather sen- 
sible, and thanked him for the hint And now fare- 
well, delightful day! I lie down to rest and am thank 
ful — to Thee, dear Lord! 

m 

* "My Jems, stay 'noa bj me. 

And let no foe come nif h me 
Safe sheltered by Thy wlag ; 

Bat would the fbe alarm me. 

Oh let him never harm me, 
Bat still Thine angels round me sing." 



SSid October. 

Trinchen says 'Hhe higher you ascend on the 

mountain the lower you must come down again into 

the valley." I have been obliged to come down low, 

veiy low. The day following the dellghtfdl one was 

gloomy, but I got up as cheerfdlly and joyfully, had 

prayers with Sophy and Lucy and then lesBons. When 

I was coming down to the conversation lesion, I be- 

" )ve for the first time with real pleasure, I was called 

Frau Ton Schlichten. She received me in her 

idoir with such an icy look that it made my heart 

idder. "At your first coming, Miss Plettenhaus," she 

id, with a sharp voice, and with eyes almost closed, 

i was convinced that it was very unsuitable to send 
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yoa here as a, governess. Your aunt has been bo 
foolish aa to bring you up as a court-lady, and I can- 
not employ auch an one. Yet I believe yon would in 
time Lave learned your proper place, and I now 
only Bpeak of yonr levity, wbich does not do in my 
house." 

I was very much frightened at these words: she 
continued "You know why the last governess was 
obliged to leave the house?" I shook my head, "An- 
other lie?" said Fran von Schlichten, scomfiiUy. "You 
have been almost a fortnight with Sophy, and do not 
know that?" I could not contain myself, I felt a 
certain indignation rising in my heart. I had never 
been accustomed to talk to servants of such things, I 
said, proudly; "I beg you to ask the girl herself." "That 
is not at all necessary," replied she, coldly. "I am not 
accustomed to enquire into the gossip of my people. 
That is only a secomlary thing now. Your predecessor 
in teaching was dismissed on account of her levity. I 
fear the repetition of like scenes, and with this I warn 
you. While we are gone a drive, you arrange a rendez- 
vous with Herr von Tiilsen, — a beautiful result for 
the short time of your being here I Poor Lucy ap- 
pears to have fallen out of the frying pan into the 

My thoughts were diBtracted. I know ndt what 
more she said, except at last that I might now leave 
her alone. I went to my room. Sophy was already 
coming to meet me. "What do you say now? Is 
she not a godless woman?" I looked at her in aston- 
ishment "Oh, I was standing with Betty in the bed- 
room, and have heard every word." She now talked 
confused nonsense. I was loo powerless to forbid her, 

JcuM,* «m Kxmem. etc. 16 
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Vm did HOC bcw much. Heir Yon Tnlsen with his 
riches is lo many Rosalie. ThekU is half hetiothed to 
Cousin Beinbeig, who is a poor lientenaiit of the 
guaids. ITncle Schafiin is to provide for Thekla, — 
her mother's £iToiirite; and one thing after anodier: 
but it does not concern me. and it seems to me like a 
confused dream. Lucy fetched me to the conversation 
lesson. I followed her passively'. I turned veiy red 
when Heir von Ttilsan received me at the door. When 
I turned away fimm him, the eyes of Heir von Schaffau 
met me — as severe as diose of his sister. That made 
me veiy miserable. Fran von Schlichten sat in our 
circle fbr the furst time, blamed the pronunciation and 
expression of my English, and watched me with sharp 
eyes. Thekla and Friulein von Bamberg only spoke 
in unintelligible language, and laughed a gr^ deal 
I became more and more uneasy. I felt that I should 
not be able long to prevent ciying, and left the room. 
Frau von Schlichten followed me, caught me in the 
ante-room, and said to me, veiy scornfully: '^Do not 
play the innocent or injured! Disgracefol coquetiyl 
Fie for shame!" If Herr von Schaffau had not come 
to us, she would perhaps have said more. I hastened 
away crying; Lucy wished to go with me. I begged 
her to leave me alone, and went into the garden. That 
was hitiierto the heaviest hour of my life. A thick 
mist hung on the twigs, everything was gr^, and de- 
solate, and blank. I went up and down under the 
\ne trees; the leaves rustled under my feet, the castle 
ed dismal to me. 

Trinchen has often said, ^^the path of an orphan is 
1:" — yes veiy hard. But the comfort of the 
pan of which she has often told me, I could not 



BUSY 01' A POUB YDUiia LADY. SiiS 

now find. The sky waa covered witli thick clouds; I 
could only weep. I saw darkness and misery over 
everything. I find, from Triachen's letter, that aunt is 
more iafirm this winter-, she is longing after mo, and I 
am obliged to earn money here, and cat the bread of 
Borrow, I heard a rusthng behind me. I saw Herr 
von Schaffau with his hound go under the maples. 1 
felt as though I might tell him my trouble, but uo, I 
could not, I went out of his way. Half way np the 
hill towards the church, it was very quiet by an elder 
hedge: only the robios were hopping in the twigs, and 
flinging in subdued notes. They amused me. I looked 
up at them, aa they, with their delicate little heads, and 
their black little eyes, looked at me. Are they too 
orphan children? No! they have a Father in heaven, 
without Him not a sparrow falls from the roof, and 
"are not ye much more than they?" I wept; but dif- 
ferent tears now. Oh, dear Lord, am I then forsaken? 
No, no. If here they thrust me out, the Lord already 
knows where I shall go in future. I am comforted, 
and hope in Him. I have never felt so happy as up 
there by the lonely hedge, and with the little robins. 
I forgave Frau von Schlichten, I prayed for her with 
all my heart for the first time; I prayed for all the 
Bouls down there in that silent grey house. I prayed 
that light and peace might come there. It had become 
dusk, a little light shone through the mist. It was 
from the parsonage and seemed kindly to invite me. I 
could not join the company, there was a longer table; 
guests from the neighbourhood were expected; I saw 
how, by and bye, the lights sprung up from the gloomy 
maas of stone. The little light from the parsonage was 
woie inviting to me. The evening bell was o.\aa W 



giining. It sounded softly through tlie thick misf. I 
went into the paraonage with a heart really relifiTed. 
The whole family was assemhled in the liying-room. 
They were celebrating the evening hour. It was a 
lovely picture. The father was sitting at the instru- 
ment and appeared to have been singing, three children 
were standing by him, the tutor had ihe two youngest 
on his knees, and two older daughters were helping 
their mother to draw the stockings from the frames. 
The pastor greeted me kindly, he knew me from my 
being at church. The children too had not forgotten 
me, they were very inofFen.sive, but the pastor's wife 
received me with great politeness. As I had no work- 
ing-materials with me I offered to help her. She 
used many formalities. The great holes in the stock- 
ings seemed to annoy her. She complained, that seven 
children made her a great deal of work. She Lad 
never finished with it, I asked to be allowed to darn 
the stockings. She said again very politely, that my 
delicate hands had probably never handled such coarse 
stockings. (Her over-politeness displeased me at first, 
but she does not appear badly disposed). The pastor 
replied playfully, "Dear childl then you will have the 
merit of having taught the young lady." Then she 
gave me the needful things, and I eagerly began my 
work. That was pleasant. I soon felt quite at home: 
the father told stories, the children listened. I waa 
^o to tell one, and meantime I had the pleasure of 
ling the mountain of stockings constantly vanishing 
fore me, and the pastor's wife also appeared pleased. 
' r supper time came I wished to go, but they 
to stay. The mother left the room; the 
a^ain took the smallest children on his knee; it 




was very pretty, but his maauer atruok me very 

Carry, the eldest daughter, told me that for a year 
she had played the piaoo, and that some time ago on 
her father's birthday, she had played, "Praise tlie 
Lord, the mighty King of glory." I asked her to play 
it to me. She did so. At tirst we joined in a low 
voice, then louder and louder, and the hymn sounded 
from my heart in full tones. The Lord is indeed so 
very kind. I felt ao happy in this dear quiet house. 
Kia spirit breathes there. He will strengthen me in 
my weakness. The pastor took me home. I begged 
him to be my real Father Confessor. I said to him, 
that his sister would have filled my place better. He 
must therefore Btand at my side in my weakness, 
sympatliizing and advising me. He was very kind, 
proTOised everytliing to me, gave me good advice, 
especially that I should regard the wishes of Herr von 
Schaffau. He means well. The good of the whole 
house lies at his heart; it is only through great love 
and patience that he endures many things in the house 
with such forbearaaca In the few months since he 
returned from his travels, he has already altered much, 
and also sent away the dangerous governess from the 
children. His highest wish is to gain their hearts to 
the Lord. Aunt Julia is hia open foe, Frau von 
Schlichten his secret one. He does not break with 
them, in order not to leave an influence over the 
children to them alone. I had incidentally gathered 
that from his own words. To hoar it touched mo very 
much. / desire also to have patience and love in my 
heart, and not to grow weary in winning hearts, and 
Bot to grow weary in praying for myself and for us 
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alL When we came out of the maple-grove, this side 
of the castle lay before us brightly lighted, the music 
sounded down to us, the shadows were flying about 
I was glad that I was not obliged to go in. I went 
up into my little room in the tower. There in the 
stillness, I collected my thoughts, and directed them to 
my dear Lord. How every earthly sorrow, every un- 
pleasantness becomes nothing at all, when the Lord 
stands at our side. The world with her pleasure passes 
away, but His will abides for ever.- I was able also 
heartily to pray for those who are in the din and 
tumult down below. I have no fear of Frau von 
Schlichten and of all the proud people of rank. No, 
I feel love and sympathy. Whatever they may inflict 
on me, the Lord can overrule everything for the best. 
I am afraid I shall not stay here long, but nevertheless 
I shall not be forsaken. I had not long been sitting 
thus when I heard aunt Julia's quick steps. ,She was 
astonished at my staying out, and declared I had 
caused her anxiety. She did not take it amiss when 
I told her how very sad I was, and that I had found 
comfort in the pastor's house. She stroked me on the 
forehead and said, "The storm seems over; Herr von 
TUlsen has not asked after you, he has been very 
lively especially with Rosalie. But my sister-in-law 
is foolish, the old man will marry neither you nor 
Rosalie. Only be careful; such affairs might oftener 
arise. You are not exactly suitable for us." I begged 
henceforth, directly after dinner, to be allowed to leave 
the room with Lucy, that I wished to live up here 
with Lucy; Lucy's love, and my duty, and my quiet life 
would be better to me than all the gaiety. She looked 
rather doubtfully at me. **Oood resolutions," she said. 
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"Yes, reaolntions," I eaid, "but pray for me that I 
may carry them out, and I have included you also 
every day in my prayers." I could look her in the 
face the while qaito trustfully, and kissed her hand 
sincerely and tenderly. "You are an enthusiaBt," said 
ahe, "hut if you sincerely mean it, I have nothing 
against it." A week has since past very industriously 
and regularly. Frau von Schlichten appears to he 
convinced of my sincerity. She is kinder again. But 
Herr von TiiUen is the same insufferable creature, 
though he scarcely speaks a word to me. 



Our house is become quieter. Frau von Eamherg 
and her daughter and Herr von TUlsen, who went away 
yesterday, were the last. Herr von Tiilsen is expected 
again at Christmas. The ladies below are worn out 
and nervous, from ennui, aunt Julia says. Rosalie sits 
for hours together with her arms folded in her mantilla, 
while Thekla reads in the Ladies' Popular Cyclopsedia 
or writes letters to the cousin; Prau von Schlichten 
has a great deal of headache and is out of huDiour, 
Lucy and I find it dull downstairs, but up here we 
live merrily together. The aunt has after great en- 
treaties, committed to us the sugar and coffee-depart- 
ment. I maintained, that if a girl is accustomed early 
to little practical employments, she learns to enjoy 
them, and tliat afterwards it is a treasure for her whole 
life, and a preservative against ennui. I spoke ho 
sensibly, and so entirely in my own province, that I 
was quite pleased at it myself. The aunt was obliged 
to say I was right, so now wo are the queens of all 
the sugar basins. The key of the Btoie-cu'^'tiftas^- %«»■ 
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about with us like a relic, at times there is a breakings 
and grating, and putting in order, annt Julia praiaei 
our economy. Our design now ia upon the dessert and 
tea-department, and I do not donbt we shall get it 
Vast plans are connected with diat; we wish ooraelves 
to make the tea-cakea and applo-tarta; oor cooking 
aprons are already made. Aunt Julia was fnU v/t 
wonder when she was obliged to give us the linen for 
it; poor tlungl she does not know what foea she i 
gBneroasly eniiclung, and what onr intendon m witb] 
this linen. 

IJtIi November. 

Lucy said to me to-day; "Is ft not really unjust 
that the dear Lord has made me go ngly, and my sistera 
BO pretty?" I replied to her that it was one of the 
world's follies to look upon beanty as a piece of good 
fortune, although it has every day before its eyes that 
beauty is generally a cause of misfortune. A pure 
heart, and to live uprightly in God's sight, ot 
other hand, were a far surer way to happiness. I asked 
whether I should explain that to her more fully. "I 
she said, "I know well that Thekia and Boaalie 
not happy. I am already much more so, and know 
that I can become more and more bo in spite of my 
ngUnesa." "Dear Lucy!" I said, "pray to our dear' 
Ijord that He would give you a pure heart; that "Ba 
Himself will enter there; that His gentleness, His lovo^ 
His humility, may beam from your eyes, and thus yon 
will be 80 beautiful that your beauty will even gain &> 
mastery over the children of the world, and your hap- 
Bsa will be so groat that everything which comes 
r you will enjoy the blessing of this happiness.' 
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told her too of the approaching time of Advent, how 
we must prepare ourselves to receive the Ijtird. yhe 
nestled cloee to me and assented. May the Lord 
bleas na. 



It has been Tainiog and raining' the whole week. 
We have not been out since Monday except that I 
went once in the rain; even the roads in the park are 
impassable. Tbe ill-hnmonr downstairs is very great. 
Frau von Schlichten wishes by all means to go to 
Berlin. Herr von Schaffau wishes they would try a 
winter here. He does his utmost to entertain them. 
He has begun to read Duuallan to them; also I am 
often obliged to play and sing. I sing as a duet with 
Lucy, "I am weary, go to rest." Even Frau von 
Schlichten was pleased with it. Aunt Julia, with great 
affection, admires everything which Lucy does. But 
Lucy begins to get proud. She teazea her sisters 
about their doing nothing, and their ennai, and is in 
high delight at some pieces of work for Christmas. 
The little room in the tower often looks like a tailor's 
shop. Aunt Julia looked for old pieces in all the 
wardrobes, which have been cut up by us, and twenty 
children are to have presents at Christmas. "Wo never 
go down to reading without the great work-basket. 
Thekla ridicules it, but Rosalie has ah-eady often helped 
OB. To-morrow after church we have permission to go 
to the pastor's. Lucy very much wishes to Lave some 
intercourse with Carry and little Mary. She heard 
with astoniahment that Carry already teaches knitting 
to six little girla. She had heard before of my colony. 
She wishes to do something BimilB.r, ViA \ iti \i'A "as%si 
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her, and think of Trhichen, and how she used to talk 
about such things. 

S«tiirday, Ist Deeember. 

The first snow has fallen, the earth is white; it ifl 
also rather cold. Aunt Julia asked anxiously whether 
I would go out in the garden without a cloak. I be- 
came somewhat embarrassed, and said, '^I have not 
one, but I have grown hardy." She lent me a wadded 
jacket. I was veiy thankful to her. She asked whether 
I would take it as a present. I was really very much 
pleased. "So I need no cloak," said I, "and money." 
— "-Money?" asked the aunt. I suddenly felt con- 
fidence enough to communicate my money anxieties to 
her. It seems from Trinchen's letter that they are in 
want, and longing for Christmas, and for what I am to 
send them. I also confessed to aunt Julia that my 
shoes are very much worn, and I have no money for 
new ones. She scolded me for not having told her 
before, and soon came in with fifty thalers. I do not 
know how I felt. Money is a strange thing. How 
powerful I had suddenly become! how much I could 
do! I shut the door in order to consider undisturbed 
I do not need a cloak since I have got the jacket, so 
I could send the twenty thalers to Trinchen; besides I 
thought that for fifteen thalers, I could get a livery 
coat for Jacob, and a merino pelisse for Trinchen; 
only I must first speak to Yollberger as to how much 
such a coat costs. I ran quickly to him, and as usual 
he was very ready to do me a service. But how 
^^btened I was when I heard the price of a new 
it! I had wished to send something out of the 
mxhon way for the good Jacob, and so had raised 



the price; but wlien I bad given up that idea, and we 
made a eecond computation of quite coarse cloth, it 
was still rather much. Vollberger made the proposal 
to me to take the cloth on credit, and to pay after- 
wards. I entirely refused that; I should not have felt 
easy about it, and Trinohen would have seen it in the 
coat. I went sighing away in order to consider the 
matter. Kind Vollbergerl After some time he came; 
now, — polite and delicate as he is, he brought it out. 
He had long ago received a coat aa a present from 
HeiT von Schaffau, If I were to have this coat lined 
with yellow, and provided with new facings it wonld 
dii splendidly for Jacob. "He, indeed, deserves two 
new ones if I deserve none!" added he. He esteems 
Jacob highly on account of his great fidelity and self- 
sacrifice. In Jacob's modest spirit, I accepted the 
coat with gratitude. I think of it with rapture when 
Jacob serves aunt with her chocolate at Christmas! 
Vollberger will provide me three pounds of chocolate 
for aunt, also the brown merino for Trinohen. He 
often goes to the town. I will have my shoes made 
here; they are twice as dear in the town. Sophy has 
a cousin who is said to be very clever. So everytliing 
is arranged beforehand. I am very happy about it. 
An express messenger carried money and letter to the 
post; it will get there just at the first Sunday in 
Advent. Ob, if I could be there! 

Lulu to Trinchen, 

DeAU TRIKCirBN, 

The Lord is veiy good to your orphan child; I cnn 
send yon so much money! I have not deserved it, 
but I will thsmk Him for it a tlwrasKai-^ftNA.. ^""va* 



1^ 
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hour outweighs much longing after you — many tearfi. 
Otherwise I get on well, very well Advent is com- 
ing; glorious season! My heart is overflowing. I 
should like to skip, and should like quietly to hear the 
little angels sing again. Tell aunt that I live in 
affluence, and my situation is entirely to my wish 
Dear Trinchen, are you afraid that it is too well with 
me? Ah, no! Only I say nothing of the heavy 
hours, but be comforted; the Lord does not leave me 
in the deep valley, even if I have fallen into it my- 
self. Be cheerful and celebrate a joyful happy Advent, 
think of me! I sing with you, 

* <^How shall I meet Thee? How my heart 
Receive her Lord aright ? 
Desire of all the earth Thou art I 
My hope, my soul's Delight 1 
Kindle the lamp, Thou Lord alone 
Half- dying in my breast, 
And make Thy gracious pleasure known 
How I may greet Thee best?** 

Amen. 

And now good-bye! Give my love to aunt, give 
my love to Jacob, write soon and much, do not 
pay the postage. With Lucy I myself made the en- 
closed vanilla- cakes. It is from your recipe. I am 
glad to be able to send some to you dear ones. Aunt 
Julia knows it. She also sends her best compliments 
to aunt Think of it! Vollberger is going to send 
fhis letter to the post by a man on horse-back ex- 
ess. 

2nd December. First Sunday in Advent. 

I rose early. The full moon was in the light blue 

ikv, and many stars. Oh dear, blessed, sacred time 

Ivent, bring me a heart as pure as the pure sky 



above me, and fill it wkli tlie bright peace of Leaven 
and wilh qniet joy! 



fen 

4 



We sang that to-day at morning service and said 
it in our heart too. The pastor said still more. His 
Advent sennon was very beautiful and powerful. 
Sophy was very much touched by it; ahe said to me, 
she would gladly bring something to the Lord as an 
Advent gift; she could not bring Him her heart, — 
that would be too impure; hut she would bring him 
vanity and talkativeness, and paaaion and envy, and 
strive that she should be better in those ways at 
Christmaa. But Lucy said to me in a low voice, that 
she wonld offer a sacrifice to the Lord, that she should 
love her mother and sisters and pray for them. I was 
almost frightened to hear that; that she should call it 
a aaerifice. Yet alas it is true. Dear Lord, help her, 
and help me, and all of us. This afternoon we have 
had the twenty orphan children here, and have taken 
their measure. Three of the children were among 
them on whose mothers' grave I laid the aster in 
the autumn. I noticed them particularly. We also 
practised with them, "From heaven on high I come to 
yon." They are now to come every Sunday, that 
tbej' may bo able to sing nnder the Christinas-tree at 
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Christmas. Lucy was very eager. I believe yet that 
we shall soon begin a school 

Tuesdaji 11th December. 

Herr von Schaffau complained to-day of the weak 
coffee that he has now to drink. At first, I felt em- 
barrassed, but I soon saw that it was a joke and de- 
fended myself as well as I could. Lucy too came to 
my help; the matter was peaceably settled. He is 
very kind. He has had a large convenient store-cup- 
board made for us, which stands on our corridor; a 
cooking-apron hangs on each side of it, and we are 
now often at it for hours together. Trinchen's vaniUa- 
cakes give special satisfaction. We must make some 
every week. Yesterday I heard a secret from VoU- 
berger .which crowns all. At Christmas the uncle is 
going to contrive a cooking-room for Lucy, — up here, 
dose by us. Lucy is not to stay in the great kitchen. 
I have already founded splendid plans upon it We 
will learn cooking here, while we cook for old sick 
people. It is very difficult to me to say nothing about 
it to Lucy. I promised that to VoUberger, and he is 
as silent as the grave. VoUberger is a brave fellow, 
but it is remarkable that when others are there, he acts 
as though he did not know me. He said he does not 
wish to injure me with the adverse party in the lively 
wing by his friendship, and he calls it the wisdom of 
the serpent. Can it be on the same account that Herr 
von Schaffau is so variable towards me? It often 
seems to me that he is satisfied with me, and has 
reconciled himself to my being here, but lately in the 
presence of aunt Julia and of his sister, he did me 
^reat injustice. I cannot doubt that he means honestly 
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towards me, and when VoUberger blamed his severity, 
(accidentally bo had also been there to hear it), I was 
not pleased, and I said to him, "Jacob would never 
have talked over his master or miatresa!" 



We had the children here abo on Wednesday; 
otherwise they would not learn the hymns, and besides 
it gives HB great pleasure. Aunt Julia listened to them 
to-day, she wishes some day to go witli ua in to the 
town to buy toys, and all kinds of things for the 
Christmas-tree. I am delighted about it. I wish to 
buy also. I have some money left. Oh, I should 
like to buy a great deal! I should like to give some- 
thing to everybody, but I should like also to give 
everybody the blessed joy of Christmas in the heartl 
Oh, I am very rich. When I sit alone in my room 
in the twilight, it is as if I could see the lights shining, 
and hear the little angels singing; and my heart ia 
very full. I know not what I could not do; and yet 
I can do nothing more than love the Holy Child and 
worship Him. From pure love He came down to us. 
Could we tben do nothing from love to Him? I spoke 
about it to the children to-day; — what we could do 
for love to Him. Rosalie and Thekla looked in, just 
as I was speaking in that way. They came out of 
curiosity, and Thekla looked rather scomfol. But I 
did not allow myself to be disturbed. Oh, no! I spoke 
to them more and more warmly. I told them that 
people who do not love the Child Jesus are very un- 
happy, and even if they were rich people, yet they 
were poor; and even if they were very learned, they 
were yet very foolish; and if they were very mnch 
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respected by the world, yet they were only very ia- 
significant; and if they were to give, and have given 
ever so mnch, they have yet no true Christmas joy. 
What the world bestows is only transitory, and there 
is often more tronble than pleasure in it. Bnt what 
the Child Jesns bestows always remains the best; — it 
is peace, and joy, and blessedness. We would now 
open our hearts to the Child Jesns, and receive Him 
with His beantifal gifits, and pray Him that He would 
enter many, many hearts, and bring them joy and 
blessing. 

I do not know whether it was quite proper to 
speak so, but I could not leave it unspoken. And 
when Thekla afterwards angrily asked me whether it 
was right to say such things to village-children, and 
thereby to give disrespectful hints about persons of 
rank, I could not be silent. I contradicted her warmly 
and with emphasis, that I had not spoken at all of 
persons of rank, that I myself considered them poor 
and wretched when their days passed emptily and 
uselessly away, and their life was illusion and folly. 
She said abruptly that she would be happy in her own 
way. "No," said I, "you will not be happy. You do 
not wish to be happy. You do not think of your hap- 
piness and of eternity. You are going on the broad 
way which leads to destruction. Oh, Thekla, you 
have the knowledge, but the world has ensnared your 
heart and Hhe world passes away and the lust thereof 
but he that doeth the will of God abideth for ever.^^* 
The world is a false friend; she offers honour, which 
to a wise man is ignominy; she offers pleasure, which 
is only too soon changed into sorrow. Thekla inter- 
rupted me. She did not wish to hear anything of that 
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kind. Bnt Eoaalie anavered, "Why not? that we do 
not lika to teax it, U a sign that we feel it etrikea 
home to us. I like to hear it." That waa a great 
joy to ine, I could not help thinking of Trinehen'a 
words, — A great influence is also given to women 
and maidens; if they would only preach to children 
»nd to those like themaelvee, in all love and humility, 
bat in all confidence, the blessing would be greater 
than t]>ey anticipate. The Lord has perfected praise 
from the moTitb of children. Dear Lord, I beseech 
Thea for true humility, and for true strength. 

When Thekla had left ns, Eosalie said she ahonld 
like to have peace and joy and blessedness in her 
heart, only she did not know bow to beg;in. I replied 
that I was too weak myself to shew her the way, only 
that she should search the Holy Scriptnrea, with a 
really humble heart, and read what the Lord Jesna 
and the Apostles say, and go to church every Sunday, 
for the pastor knowa how to explain the word of God 
Tery beautifnlly. Rosalie replied she had often already 
«tt«nipted to read in the Bible, but it had made her 
anxious; it was all about eternal deatruction and the 
devil, and aa far as regarda salvation, according to her 
opinion, no man could be saved. "Dear Bosalie," 
B»id I, "you are in a good road; traly no one could ha 
saved, if oar Lord Jeans Christ had not offered Him- 
aelf for us. Yea, indeed, we might be anxious if Hia 
immeasurable love had not taken our sin upon itself. 
We should truly feel, experience, and believe, this: for 
this faith we should pray our Lord and Saviour Him- 
lelf. That is a blessed mystery, a wonderful power, a 
great joy, a heavenly peace and blessedness. If we 
pmy and pray again, and believe and tr^ist, V"Qft\iWi. 



I 
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win liear us: He cannot lesve ns, He comes and takes 
up HiB abode in our hearts." I said this and more, in 
the J07 of jnj heart I thon^t again of Trinchen: — 
If the fdthfol were bnt themselves more fall of £Edth! 
bnt thej hold too much aloof from the world, and if 
they speak of that, wiiich is the dearest to them, and 
the life of their sonl, they do it with sach reserve, and 
so faint-heartedly as if they themselves had no great 
advantage over the world, and themselves had need of 
strengthening. We do not yet truly know our Lord, 
and the power of Hia strength. But now I will have 
courage whatever comes. Thou art my Help for ever- 
more. 

* "HorvexToartoalB with care nor griere 

And labour longor thiu; 
As thoagh your mrm could anght aehiere 

And bring Him down to ns. 
He comes, He comes, with ready will. 

By pity moved alone, 
To soothe oar every grief and HI: 

For all to Him are known.** 



Now is the time of Advent, — the time of prepa- 
ration; now we shonld more than ever invite Him, and 
open our heart to Him. It seems to me as though I, 
1. poor weak child, conld more closely approach the 
IT and sacred Infant, than the glorified Lord, the 
deemer of the world. Bosalie wishes to go with ns 
church every Sunday; she also asked when our 
oming prayers were; but when she heard the early 
iour, she declared that, on account of her nerves, she 
'^' ' "" '*■ get up so early, or she should be weary the 
r. Dear Bosalie! I can foresee you wiU 
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sacrifice more to the Lord than an hoiiF of deep! May 
He give Hia blessmg. Amen. 



I said to Vollberger to-day, "we have a plot against 
Annt Julia. Tou seel we shall get the victory." "Not 
yet, Mobs!" said ToUherger, cautioning me, "do not set 
abont anything in that way; you will not g^ve any 
pleasnre by it to ns in the quiet wing; nothing of a, 
plot!" 

I could not help laughing. "Vollberger, we are not 
fighting behind her hack; all is open and honorahle, 
and we are not fighting and conquering alone: it is 
the Lord above. But aunt Julia will not be able to 
help it, she must, on the Holy Evening, aing hymna of 
joy for the Christmas matins, and to the Infant Lord 
Himself." 

"That is all right, I have nothing agaioat it," said 
the old man. 



Teaterday aunt Julia 'went with Lucy and me to 
the town. She was very kind to take me with them. 
Thekla had said that if my red velvet hat was to go 
to the town in company with aunt's green satin jacket, 
ahe would not be of the party. Rosalie stayed because 
of a headache, so we three went alone. We were very 
cheerful. 

I love the aunt better aud better. She also took 
"that aancy fellow Vollberger" (as she called him) 
with ns: he would be useful to us. But he might have 
dissolved in hia readiness to serve her! They had 
wrapped me in a fnr; that was very ^leasMvl, W "ii^ts. 
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was a piercing wind over the fields of snowt imA w$ 
soon got red noses. In the town I got wfLrpi &^V 
running and looking abont I had never seen any- 
thing like it before. It was fun! from shop to shop. 
Aunt Julia understands buying aplendidjij. I had 
scarcely looked round in a shop and got lost in iroQ4#T> 
when I was obliged to go on. A beiauUful cloak WM 
bought for Rosalie, also a dark blue velvet hat I \mi 
to try on both, and mii9t eonffiss I eould have m»4a 
use of both. But only in one way — that of super- 
fluity. 

Ah no! Trinchen's letter of re;Ay fear the mQikfff 
warmed me more than the warmest cloak! In shorty it 
is no matter; none at all. Perhaps another winter I 
can buy myself one. I have bought the merino-dresa 
for Trinchen, it is very pretty. I have bought stock- 
ing-yarn for my three orphan children. Sophy wishes 
to help mA to knit. Lilac silk stuff for momiai^ shoes 
for aunt, and parchment to paint book-marka. That 
was with my own money; but Herr von Schaffau gave 
us a good deal more money, and, while aunt was mak- 
ing some calls, we went with Vollberger into i^ toy- 
shop and into a ginger-bread shop. 

Now we all three looked wonderful at wq wHiOi 
through the streett, and many a ebild lookied longingly 
at us. It very much amused me to aee how tbH 
children stand before the stalls and shopo^ and tri^ 
through the streets, — curiosity and astonishm^t and 
joyous expectation on their faces. Teci, one qnlet im- 
pulse of expectation, of longing, and of joy, goes 
through the whole world; only men do not know 
whence this impulse comes. 

We came home rather late. On the way I eonld 
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think of notlkiog bat drums, and guas, and dolls; and 
in my mind arrange and divide them. 

I must confess that the splendid tapestry wool, and 
the beautiful embroidery patterns, which I saw others 
buying, also employed my thoughts; my Chrifltmas 
presents seemed to me too mean. 

1 should like to have put some prettier ones among 
them, but I quieted myself with TriaoheD'a warning 
not to undertake too much, nor to diminish the blessing 
of Advent by external distracting labours. 

I have something for every one; the little pictures 
are very pretty, especially that for aunt Julia, of 
Lucy in the nursery. Only for Herr von Scbaffau, I 
have nothing. I maturely considered it, bnt it would 
be ridiculous. He draws and paints far more beauti- 
fully himself. So that also is settled, and I tbink only 
of tt)6 presents for the children. 

The dep&t was in my room. I was with Lucy till 
eleven o'clock doing thera up, arranging them, and putting 
labels upon them. Aunt Julia and Herr von Schaffau 
were there at first, but they did not interfere. I had 
feared that we had bought too many toys and ginger- 
breads, aud now it almost appears as though there 
wonld not be enough things for all the children; but 
Herr von Schaffau has promised ua to provide every- 
thing necessary. Besides he eat two penn'orth of 
ginger-bread, and I think that rather mnchl 

Biturd^, ua D«cemb«T. 

It is very well that I have not entered on new- 
labours; many unexpected ones arise. The pastor's 
wife especially takes up some of my time. I am often 
there aj>d like to be tbere, and I seem, e ' 
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feel a duty in helping a little in the household. The 
wifq is good-hearted, but she does not go the right way 
to work with her seven children; and if Mr. Heber re- 
lieves her from much, there is still no getting through 
with anything. The chUdren are running about, still, 
partly in their summer clothes. To-day, I looked up 
an old dressing-gown of the pastor^s, and some of the 
mother's clothes, in order to make something warm out 
of them for the children, but it was not sufficient Mr. 
Heber bethought him of a very pretty gingham curtain, 
which hangs over the pegs for dresses in the guest 
chamber, — really quite useless. We took the good 
advice, so I hope they will yet be equipped. Poor 
things! the stipend is too small, their children too 
many. The pastor naturally wishes on no account to 
get into debt; so there is often want. I feel as though 
I must bear all that with them. I feel so at home 
with them, it reminds me of our own house — always 
want, but always the dear Lord; yes, the more want, 
the nearer God is. The dear Lord will also provide 
Christmas presents for them. Mr. Heber has lately 
bought some pictures of soldiers. We painted them 
amongst us, and pasted them with supports behind, 
and it makes a splendid army for the children. 

Lucy has given me some old dolls. Under my 
hands they have been freshened up; the little girls 
will be delighted with them. So I have something for 
each. My pictures form a part of it. I am tolerably 
forward with my work. In the coming week vanilla- 
cakes, and all kinds of sweet-meats, are to be made, 
and the ornaments for the Christmas-tree. The rooms 
for guests below are being swept and aired. Frau von 
Schlichten has invited a great many guests, as a sub- 
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Btitute for going to Berlin. Herr von Schitffaii has 
not allowed them to go before; bnt directly after the 
featiTal some are to be moved tbere. Where we shall 
stay — aunt Julia, Lucy, and I, is undecided. 

It will depend on Herr von Schaffau. The aunt 
told me, that Frau von Schlichten does not wish ns to 
be with him. I do not see the reason of it. The 
hostility does not seem to me BO bad as it was. 



A beautiful Sunday, rich in enjoyment. When we, 
in our Sunday, dress, were just going to begin morn- 
ing prayers, Rosalie came in. I held out my band to 
her in silence, and at the same time prayed fervently 
for her. She sang with uh "Rise, ye children of the 
kingdom," and also went with as to church. The pastor 
spoke more beautifully than ever: it seems so to me 
every time. He said that in order to receive the Lord, 
we must prepare not only our heart, but our house 
also; not only serve the Lord in oni heart, but also 
give strong evidence of it in our daily walk. The 
sermon was very strengthening to me. I impressed 
every point deeply on my heart. But not I alone. 
When we were just going to take our seats at the 
table, (only we seven, there were no strangers), Herr 
von Schaffau said, with a firm voice and yet with 
emotion, "From to-day we will always, before we seat 
ourselves at table, ask the dear Lord for His blessing." 
Thereupon he himself said grace. The ladies folded 
their hands, they were certainly very much astonished. 
After a pause Herr von Schaffau began to talk, and 
seemed particularly affable and kindly disposed. We 
have, indeed, always said grace for ourselves in silence, 
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but it was always wiib same eftibarraflBment, b6 that 
those who did not, most have felt that it was more un- 
seasonable than right I allowed something to be t6ld 
me about the family to-d^y. Vollberger was here late; 
he is yeiy trosty, and I heard nothing from enriosity, 
but from trae interest Heir ran Schlichten had a 
little property in the Margraviate, Yollberger told me, 
and aunt Julia her share in it 

^^He managed so badly, that when he died his 
sist^*s share was seized too. Herr von Schaffau now 
took the management, and has been labouring for six 
years to clear the estate from debt, and to give to Mn 
sister an income of her owa, howefver small. Aunt Julia 
nUturally feels chained to her sist^>in-laW^ Sttdeed, she 
has often said, untenderly enough ^ thM no€ only what 
she receives here belongs to her, bttt that she has a 
right to demand more. When fi^t¥ Von Schaffau six 
years ago took both to live with him, he was younger, 
and not quite independent of his elder sister; he could 
not prevent her b^nidng a similar life here, to what it 
had been there* On the whole, indeed, things trent on 
in an orderly way here, and that almost a dozen sat with 
us at our table, did not make us poor^^ saidVollbeiger; 
and whatever dissolute people they Were, they had no 
liberty here; but the treatment of otir master was not 
right Two years ago, Frau von Sehlichteti became 
ill, and was ill a long time, and then the doings ceased 
'^f themselves, and Herr von Schaffau afterwards went 
England. But I stayed b^e, and the steward tip 
r^, in order to see afkdr his rights; but 

' Wben eats itf e (mt> to Bhy6 the fkMe, 
The zftice ^rlltg over b«B<Sk sitd table ; * 

.•d truly the master was scarcely gone, wh*ti the 
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guests Itiftda theit UppearaHAfe Fiam von BcUichteti 
WondeffnDy recovered; the IWo elder young ladies 
became ladies all at once, And things went merrily 
here. The steward wonld no longer give any onts 
for tho guests' horses; and not always hntter and 
poultry for the gtiests. I could not witness the goings 
oil of the young ladies and tSieir gorenifina, and wrote 
to my fflaster. fle was there as quick as wind, a year 
nest March. They put quite another face upon it 
here; but so did Our master. Some strange wind must 
blow in England which had wonderfully strengthened 
him; all at once he had courage to contend with his 
Bister. He was gentle and amiable indeed, but he car- 
ried through hi3 determination. The bad guests were 
obliged to go, and the servants by degrees; and sud- 
denly the governess too was packed into a carriage, 
and sent off all in a hurry to the train. Frau von 
Scblichteu is too cunning, she tried to put a good face 
on a bad game. 

"But aunt Julia flamed forth: slie called master a 
pietist, a hypocrite, a miser, and me a dissembler, and 
tale-bearer. She knows well that master is too generoua 
to turn her out, because she is now as poor as a church- 
mouse. Early in this year master called hither our 
new Pastor, whom you know, and know how he agrees 
with the house here. His sister was to bring our 
youog ladies rather into discipline, but Fran von 
Schlicbten, with her cunning, and aunt Julia, set it 
aside." I sighed at these words. It is really an op- 
piBssiye feeling to be tho apple of discord in a house- 
hold. Vollberger guessed my thoughts and continued, 
"It ifl different now; yon need not be anxions. Lnoy's 
love for yon has reconciled master to your youth and 
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inexperience, and has ako Iffonght bim neaier to annt 
Julia: in short, matters stand very well here. But 
tiiere will be a reyoludon in the beginning of the year. 
At Pluggen on the sandy estate, preparations are now 
being made. It would be a good thing if there in re- 
tirement the bread-basket of our merry company should 
be hung rather higher! Our master is guardian. He 
can arrange it as he likes. When Thekla was less, 
Frau Ton Schlichten thought there was a wife for her 
brother. Now that she sees which way the wind blows, 
poor Rosalie at least is to bring her a rich son-in-law. 
8he follows her mother like a lamb, and Herr von 
Ttllsen may be irresistible for many a poor young 
lady. Do not yon think so. Miss?" added he, awaiting 
my reply. "Herr von Tiilsen is very repulsive to me," 
said I, frankly, "and indeed money could never de- 
termine me, to give my hand to a man." "And what 
could then?" asked he farther. "Oh, he must be much 
wiser and better than I am myself. I must be able to 
look up to him like a dependent child, and must 
strengthen myself with his faith and his love. He 
might be ever so poor; yes, I should almost prefer that, 
for I have seen more happiness in poor houses, than 
in rich ones hitherto. I should wilHngly take in sew- 
ing, and keep a school, and even dig, and plant my 
garden myself: certainly rather than be obliged to 
keep myself in my drawing-room, and be obliged jfco 
lead such a foolish existence." "I can well believe 
that," said Vollberger earnestly. "May the Lord give 
you such a husband." I became very red. I had 
spoken the words so unconsciously, and now felt how 
unsuitable it was. 

Trinchen would call me a mischievous chatter-box, 
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and I could be angry with Vollberger, because be 
tried 90 artfully to draw me out. But lie means well. 
He has already given me many a piece of good advice, 
as to what I shall do when the guests come. I shall 
not trouble myself about them; in the quiet wing, I 
shall keep a happy Christmas with Lucy. When I go 
down I shall leave my heart upstairs, and let people 
down there slide past me like shadows. But I wish 
they were gone again, and I wished they would all go 
to Berlin, and would leave us here, and then days of 
real industry should follow the days of festivity; — the 
cooking-room, the sewing-achool, house-keeping; and 
then spring, and then working in the garden. 



We have had holydays since yesterday. I have 
been the whole day in the garden -parlour, the tahleK 
are covered, the things upon them, the tree decorated; 
but I have things yet to arrange and to do, and I feel 
very solemn and happy in mind in the festive room. 
The manger for Liicy is very lovely; the gardener has 
made me a charming little garden, I have made a 
straw-roof to the stable, and I have painted all the 
fip^ures, it is nearly finished. To-day I heard carriages 
drive up, dresses rustle, doors bang, the house is in a 
bustle, the guests arrived. Oh, how secure I felt, and 
how secluded from the world. I have the permission 
not to appear at table till Christmas. 

I have still a good deal to do at the parsonage; I 
wished to go there in the twilight, I walked up and 
down beforehand by the quiet elder hedge. To walk 
alone is beautiful, especially at such a beautiful time. 
After some time I saw a figure coming along the gath^ 
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I sot^n recognized Herr von Tillsdii; I also heard liim 
calling at I hastdtied very quioklj away* The trork 
at the parsonagtd does not decrease » it increases; every 
tifiie I come, there are new mountains risen out of the 
gronnd, for the Pastor's dear wife. I have advised her 
to take no notice of them. The Fal^tor is of my opiiiion. 
We wiU celebrate the days in peace; besides to-morrow 
is Sunday. The children are scarcely to be restrained. 

What a joyous confusion and buzz there is in the 
house, and jet a breath of peace too. The Pastor 
stands by with bright eyes; when the mountains of his 
wife might cast many shadows ^ lie bfings light, and 
she is so glad to take it. 

We sat very industriously till eleven. The pastor 
read to us the life of S. Monica; then he brought me 
home. It was so lively in the castle, and so quiet at 
the parsonage. 

S4th Deeeibber. 

^^Glo)^ to God in the highest, On earth peace and 
goodwill to men." 

^^ Shout oh heavrais^ rejoice oh earth, break forth 
into shouting, ye mountains; fbt the Lord hath com- 
forted Bis people, and had ttompasBion on their mi- 
series." 

S6 it is, no discord can enter into my heart; here 
is Christmas; — trouble down below. Guests i[k>ntinued 
to come till Christmas Ete. The thawed snow had 
made the roads almost impassable. The water over- 
flowed the bridge in the meadow* Hetr yon Sohaffaa 
rode there himself to prevent accidents. 

It almost put tw out of huaiour. He had promised 
to go a walk with us. We had, wonderful to say 



finished evtu'ythiqg soon after three- We h»^ woi) 
the wager, he must reftUy teep his promise. Lucy iit 
very fond of her uncle. She jumped for joy when she 
saw him, a little later, hastening; very quiokly through 
the garden to look for ub- We were ip the aeighbouT- 
hood of a pine-grove, rgiu in, hfd ouraelves, ai>d when 
he was going quickly by, Lucy shook the soft snow 
from the twigs, and stopped him. Bijt soQp the bells 
hegan to ring; the church shone through the twilight, 
and one Ugltt after another caiiie up froni the village. 
We went also, we eutered the pew, and aunt Julia 
was already therel The silver chandeliers before tbe 
altar were lighted, and the old knights ftad nohle 
ladiea looked more life-like than ever. We sang tbe 
joyful Qhristma^LymnB; many childreti's voiees eounded 
through the others; indeed, it was no disturbance tbftt 
quite little voices sweetly lisped among there. Fraiilein 
von itatuberg, Rosalie and some other ladiee, eame 
later and went with the others, We waited ip the 
church-yard listening to the hells, till the lights had 
all vanished, and then we liijstened away. Herr vop 
Schaffau took aunt Julia and nie too. I have never 
seen his face look so beaming. Se looked happy like 
other children. He said to ine that he was very much 
looking forward to what the Infant Jesus would give 
him in the gardea-parlour. I w(^8 frightened at first, 
hut I thought he was only joking, for I bad nothing 
at all for him. Lucy and i quickly put on our white 
dressea, and put orange-blossom in our hair. We 
wished to go festively dressed to tbe festival. Then 
we hastened apd lighted the candles. Rosalie helped 
ua; indeed, she had really been very induetriouB in 
the sewiog. The comer where I had m^ ^lewKoia ^^^ 
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Lucy and the others was covered with a clotL Now 
we heard little footsteps and whispering; the door was 
opened; the happy moment was come, which we had 
so much anticipated, for which we had worked with 
busy fingers. The little company came in, beaming 
with joy. We led each to its place, and then we sang, 
^'From heaven on high I come to you,^* and then, 
"Oh meny, happy Christmas-time!** 

Bosalie and Lucy and I, and Sophy with some 
of the older children, sang second. It sounded splendid 
in the lofty room. Then followed the joyous astonish- 
ment, and admiration of the beautiful gifts. I was so 
very much occupied with the children, that I did not 
notice how the room had filled with the great guests 
also. Herr von Tlilsen's unpleasant voice could have 
almost disturbed me, but I would not allow myself to 
be disturbed. 

Lucy was delighted with the manger-, the transpa- 
rency, "Glory to God in the highest," shone brightly 
against the dark plants in pots. Older people also 
enjoyed themselves, and I dis^buted my litde pictures 
to the ladies. When the first commotion was over, 
and I was standing alone by the manger, Herr von 
Schaffau came to me, "Then have not I got any- 
thing?" said he in a low voice. He looked really 
sorrowful, and 'at the same time looked so earnestly 
into my eyes, as if he wished to fathom my heart 
Could he think that I have any grudge against him? 
I should 00 like to haye given him something! He 
had certainly looked quite through me before I spoke, 
for a bright, cheerftil look passed quickly over his 
face. When I said to him that, if I might, I would 
^ive him something, he aufiweied^ "Do paint me the 



Plettenhans," I joyfiilly promised it. Aunt Jnlia's 
loud voice called ub to the preaenta npstairs, and then 
it first forcibly struck me that surely there would ho 
something there for me; and, with some expectation, 
I entered the h rightly-lighted room. Oh, I got too 
mach! cloak and hat are for me, a dteaa, pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs and gloves and colours and paper, and paint- 
hmshes and beautiful books! I did not know what to 
say for them all; but the colonra and paper, I mnst 
confess, pleased me most. Lucy and I again excused 
onrselvea from table. We had more pleaBure in busy- 
iag ourselves among our splendid things. Fraa von 
Schlichten took it very graciously; she just saw that 
Herr von TUUen wished to take me in to dinner, and 
that I thanked him and refused. Vollberger provided 
us something to eat We had soon finished, and I 
chose a very beautiful piece of paper for the Pletten- 
hans; fetched the little picture out of my room, and 
began to draw. We were both happy, I can truly 
say that Kosalie fetched me after dinner to sing 
some popular songs to the company. 

Herr von SchaSaa had strictly forbidden dancing 
and too noisy amusements, oa these festival days. To- 
day it was music; they had already sung a quartett. 
I Bang too with joyful heart. I felt no vanity. 1 only 
saw the joy of Christmas before me. I felt bright and 
pure within. I embraced all men in my heart, and 
prayed for humility and gentleaesa, that I might bear 
their wrongs, because I am not worthy of all the com- 
passion and faithfulness, which the Lord baa shewn 
me. Surely they read my thoughta; all were kinder. 
Thekla hereelf was standing at the piano with Hen- 
Ton Beinberg, and eaid, "dear LnLu, you muf^ %\a:^'ui 
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OS oftener.'* I gaye ker piy hand and said, ^^Hqw 
gladly would I fulfil »U ypuv wishes.'* In condusioi) 
I sang, 

Wmuj now to r^«t I go, 
Close my eyas oi^ fll ^^^^ 
Father, let Thine eyef of love 
Watch my slombers from above. 

If I ill h^re done to*df y, 
Father, torn Thine ejFea awayt 
Qraee of Thine, tbroagh Christ aloi^e, 
My transgnressiona shall atone. 

To Thy keeping I coipmond 
Every relative and friend ; 
All mankind both great and small: 
Then, m^ Qod, canst kee^ them f^l. 

To the sick, oh send repMOse; 
Tfti^ffol eyes, in ^a^ber ^lose ; 
And the moon in ^eavcm the while, 
O'er the silent wurld shall smile. 



That was my frame of mind. I sang with feoliiig. 
When I w«s patting my beautifo) things together, and 
aunt Julia with H^iv tor gnkaffan and Lni>y were 
standing by me, I could not control myself. I hagged 
aunt Ju\U with tears that thfty would aU l^ave patience 
with m/^^f i did so wish I was worthy of aa muoh kind- 
MS. Aunt Julia pressed me to hev heart, and said 

derly, she wished to replace my distant a^ui^t ta me; 

sy leaned against me; Herv Ten Bchaffan had gene 

^e ifindow. I (^euld neib i|ay gopd night ta him, X 
A sonry far tha^ 

f Unt day of it^ Qhrit^^i^ festival, 

T hut little. I got up early. I knew that a 

ore was in store lor Lucy. She came 
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earlier than usual. We had our too ruing prayers. 
Directly after came Volllierger to see how we were 
getting on. Sophy was going refitlessly about, Lucy 
wanted breakfast. "There is none to-day!" said Sophy 
laughing. Lucy had not time to wonder when aunt 
Julia and Herr von Schaffau led us into the cooking- 
room. How delightful! A cooking-stove, a baking- 
oven, and a dutch-ovfin; ^utensils of all kinds. The 
water was boiling in the kettle. We ijuickly fetched 
coffee from the Btore-cupboard, The aunt and Herr 
von Schaffau invited themselves to breakfast. The 
cloth was soon laid — clean and tidy, everything ready. 
EoBalie was invited too. We heartily enjoyed our- 
Belves, but it was soon over. One guest followed an- 
other. Herr von Tiilsen came too. We resolutely 
refused to make more coffee; only Frau von Schiichten, 
who appeared last, got jast one cup. I noticed some 
excitement in Herr von Tiilaen. He aaked me in a 
whisper whether I was 'always going to absent myself 
from the company, I replied that to-day I should be 
at the Christmas-distrihution at the parsonage. He 
bit his lips, suddenly opened my work-box, and pushed 
a letter in. I was quite in dismay. The thought of 
Frau von Schiichten, of her suspicion, came over me. 
I involuntarily looked round at her. She was engaged 
in conversation, hut the serious looks of Herr von 
Schaffau rested upon me. He had observed us. I 
conld not consider what was to be done. The bells 
began to ring; the company left my room. Only Lucy 
Btood waiting near me. I put on my hat and cloak, 
shut the work-box and went with her to church. 
Thoughts on the letter occupied me. It will be a 
grotind for suspicion, a tempest will arise, they will 
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condemn thee. But I feel so innocent and then I 
thought, "Nothing untoward will happen; everything 
will and must be for thy good, and so wiU the letter. 
So it cannot make me anxious; it rrniy not make me 
anxious. I was very much comforted. I thought the 
world is large and there is Toom for many letters in 
it, and this one too." When we came out of church 
the Pastor's dear children surrounded me They 
wished to take me with them at once, but I had still 
something to fetch from home. If I must send the 
most beautiful sweet-meats to aunt, some little figures 
in sugar and delicate sweets, must give pleasure at the 
parsonage. Herr von Schaffau walked by me. I was 
very much fluttered. The fatal letter! It seemed to 
me as though he wished to say something, but he re- 
mained quiet and grave; quite different from yesterday 
evening. It made me very sorrowful. Oh, the heart 
is weak! The bright joy of Christmas was troubled; 
but the dear Infant Saviour remained still in my heart, 
and also helped me again. Herr von Tiilsen met me 
on the way home. I could not avoid him. "Have 
you read my letter?" he asked immediately. "I had 
not time," I said. "Not tim^?" said he very bit- 
terly. I got frightened. "I did not think that it 
was so urgent," I replied, with some embarrassment 
He laughed aloud. I got more frightened. But he 
became quiet and gentle again and offered me his 
hand, with many wonderful speeches. I shook my 
head. He said that he could not bear to see me here, 
that a different position in the world would befit me, 
and that to free my aunt from her depressing situation, 
would be a sweet thought to him, that he laid all his 
riches at my feet, that I should rule like a queen, that 
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be would follow me with rapture to liring uant and 
Trinclien and Jacob iato mj kingdom. Tho last 
thought came on me uaespectedly. I luoked at hini, 
breathing deeply. He wished to take my band. "Lulu, 
aay yes," said ho entreatingly. I was terrified now at 
my own thoughts. I felt as though I were being 
tempted by Satan. "Go from me, I have nothing to 
do with you" — my words carried me away. He still 
spoke very eagerly. I wished to go away. At last 
he begged me urgently to do as though ho had said 
nothing at all, that he felt ho had been overJiasty, 
that I was still young; I did not know how to value 
a brave heart and manly protection. I should think 
otherwise in time; but if the world should abandon 
me and thrust me out, then I should remember where 
t might seek protection and help. My heart rose high 
at these words. Who is my protection and my help? 
Thou art my confidence, oh Lord God; Thou art my 
help from my youth. "To be poor," I said, "is not 
hard; the Lord on high in my father. He has a large 
treasury, He will give me as much as He wills. Ho 
will never leave me; He will never leave my aunt 
either. He has constantly covered rae with His good- 
ness. I am very rich, but I will worship my God and 
serve Him alone." I hastened away. I stood still once 
more by the hedge. 

Lord, keep me in Thee. I prayed; ChriatmaB 
came back again. I went into the lowly stable to the 
Infant Saviour. I would willingly have offered crowns 
to Him. Oh dear LordI before Thee all the gold of 
the world is only dust; and poor and rich are alike to 
Thee. I found ToUherger at the church-yard gate. 
"I have been waiting for you here," said he sighing. 
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"Tou have been talking a lon^ time with Herr vm' 
Tfilsen." At that he looked Ttrj aad, and I eertaln);^ 
q^nite amused. "Vollfeerger, yon mean kindly toward*' 
me." "God knows it. Yon are too yonng yet, thft' 
world is allnring." "But God is faithfiil," I joyfiillj^ 
interposed. "He is my help at all times, — and n^' 
dear Father. He takes the first place in my heait^ 
I never feel that more, than if any one else wishes a 
place in my heart. He who ia not reconciled to thig 
dear Lord, may not enter there; to Him I have givai' 
my heart. And if ffe is my Guardian, none of yoU 
need keep a watch over me." I wished him good 
night too, becanse I should not appear down below to- 
day. Vollherger was satisfied , then he sighed and' 
gave me no farther warning. He gave me a lettof 
from Herr von Schaffau, which I was to present te ike) 
Pastor and left me. In the dear parsonage, I sootf 
forgot the perplexity; the world is a wonderful placed'' 
I do not wish to be at ail proud, for "let him wlwj 
tbinketh he standeth take heed leet he fall;" hnt I dft' 
feel myself high above the world. I was in the garden^ 
in the afternoon, in order to fetch more green fir-twig%' 
and more bos; the company from the castle were con*-' 
ing in full dross along the maple avenne, Fran von' 
Bamberg and Fran von Schlichten first. I went oat* 
of their way, and let them pass below me. The wholtf 
effect had a sort of halo around it. Not for me. I 
know each one separately in his dissatisfaetion, hlB' 
fruitleas endeavour, his emptiness and poverty. A 
halo shines round the parsonage; wisdom and lavs' 
rule there. They serve the Lord; He is in the midrt 
of tliem, with grace, and peace, and joy, and richefli 
Oh dear ones! The Lord 'Whom yon serve wHl altg 
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provide for yon. And haa He not? The mountains 
of die Pastor'fl wife are all removed to-day; the afftuenco 
of Berr von Sciiafiau has long been a help to the pour 
parsonage, and I was not a little proud that the letter 
went through my hands. I took a liberty for once, 
and fetched whole mountains of eakes irom the pantry, 
and put them on the tea-table. The children might 
for once eat as much as they liked. The Fistor and 
Mr. Heber were of my opinion that to-day there waa 
to be nothing said about sparing or sharing. All 
should go topsy-turvy. The children were delighted 
and called me tlieir "sugar Lulu," no "cake Lulu." 
"Caiea are more beautiful than Kugar." So a merry 
evening followed the merry giving of the presents. 

The faster left uh in order to prepare for to-mor- 
row's Bermon; Mr. Heber and 1 played with the 
childrwi. We led two armies against each other — a 
war with peas. I could ahoot them much better, and 
my party always comjnered. Lucy has asked the five 
cHldren for to-morrow. She wishes with Carry in. the 
oooking-room, to cook for ns in the evening. It is to 
be eaten in my room. The Pastor brought me here! 
I am BO fond of these walks. I hear many a beautiful 
word. Everything ia still in motion below. There is 
singing going on. The day is now gone. I was 
cheerful and enjoyed myself, yet I felt a slight eting 
in my heart about it. I have burned the letter. 

Does Horr von Scliaffau think any ill of me? I am 
very sorry about it. Sometimes I feel as though I 
ttmld Bay anything to bim, and thegi again I feel a 
deep gulf between as. There is a light shining in his 
tower. It is the only hriglit point in the quiet wing; 
X can also see his dark ,ehadow on tUe uiu^'^'iH. \!i.Ss. 
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very miserable to be depeBdent on the opinion of man.. 
Obi that I could overcome it. Dear Lord, I 
truly happy and rich in Thy love, in Thy presence, in 
Tby gracel Give me gentleness, and patience, joyfiil- 
nesa and confidence, towards all men. Let it be to be 
read in my character, but only (is the reflection of my 
whole soul. Now good-night! I thank Thee, faithful 
Lord. I am weary, very weary, and lay me down in 
comfort to rest; let Thine angels watch over ns — over 
us all. 

Second dn7 of the ChrlndsBi fSatival. 

After much exertion follows depreasion. I felt it 
already to-day; slept late, and got almost weary in 
church. Herr von Tiilsen was in church. He ■walkecl 
beside me on the way home. I could not help gaping. 
Herr von SchafFan took no notice, when I said good 
morning to him. I was in the treakfast-room. Fran 
von Schlicbten appeared handsomely dressed; I said 
"good morning" to her and enquired after her health. 
She was very cold to me, and the others too: even 
Rosalie was embarrassed. A gentleman came in — a 
foreign Count; Fran von Schlichten greeted him with 
nnnsual politeness. 

She presented him to the ladies, I was etaifding 
by Kosalte: it was very humiliating. She acted aa 
though I were not there. I rose proudly. I thought, 
"are these people more than thou?" Then I met the 
triumphant looks of Herr von Ttllaen. He appeared 
to have observed me, and to have guessed my thoughts. 
I was ashamed. 5or^ I the world so completely be- 
neath me? Ah no! I am very weak. Oh, why does 
my be&rt ever move mtb tihe restless billows of thia 
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life? And yet I feel a firm confidence in my soul, and 
I shall yet trinrnph. I resolved to bear the hnmilia- 
tion, to act as though no other position would be&t 
me. I once more talked pleasantly with Rosalie, and 
when she observed that her mamma was in lively con- 
versation, she returned my friendliness. 

She told me that the journey to Berlin was settled 
for the day after to-morrow; but she wished to stay 
here, — wished to live with us. Herr von Schaffau 
interrupted us. He came to us with the strang-er and 
presented him to me. I heard that Count Roden wished 
to make my acquaintance, because he was a friend of 
my late father. He also knew my aunt and my late 
mother. He told me a great deal; I was very much 
pleased. Dear Aunt! It must have been different then 
to now. Count Roden is the first, in these fashionable 
circles, who has been really unconstrained and kindly 
disposed towards me. Hi, asked me about my home. 
Every little thing seemed to interest him. Trinchen 
and Jacob were persona known to him. Although I 
had a great deal that was sorrowful and mournful to 
tell, I was quite in a humour for it. Count Koden 
asked me whether I did not wish to make the acquaint- 
ance of my uncle the Court-marshal and hb family: he 
would conduct me to them. He said many flattering 
things about them. I got embarrassed. Does he not 
know that I am here aa a governess, and not inde- 
pendent? Lucy now came. She begged me earnestly 
to come; the little guests were there; I must make ne- 
cessary arrangements. Up here I sat more than an 
hour lost in thought. I set the children to their work, 
to their play, but as in a dream. I liked best to sit at 
the ivied window. 
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Those were begniling tlionghts, — nncle, — theconi^ ■ 
— iww friends. Cuald anything keep me here? No, 
nothing. Few c«r« for my presence here; to many it 
is repulsive — indifferent But would the world thew 
be different and the people? I thooght and thoagh^ 
and considered. No, sureJy not. There will be friendly 
and vn&iendly ones there, jnst as here. And had I 
not done an inputice in thought to many an one at 
ready? Oh, it ia beautiful here, — the dear parsonage 
my room, the garden, the old castle, the kind atint: 
and, my dear Lucy, could I part from you? Snrely 
not. The intoxication was over. I was "cery happy 
in my kingdom of children. I looked with peaceM 
heart at the company walking ui the garden below me. 

I Bat down to my new colours and to the Pletten- 
bans. I was thinking whether Herr von Schaffan 
would Btill wish to have it. At that moment the door 
behind me, opened softly. He himself entered. Efl 
should not find me at my work; foolish creature that 
I was, I put the paper out of sight. He took it out, 
and said he was glad I had not forgotten my pro- 
mise. He offered now to shew me how he painted in 
water-colours. I tried it too. He was very forbearing 
and patient, and when he rose to leave me, I felt as 
though 1 must apeak to him, as though I must beg 
him always to tell me the reason of his dissatisfaction, 
never to leave me in uncertainty; or to say candidly, 
if he wished anyone else in my place. 

I stood hesitating, and so did he. He saw my 

zhtfi, he looked deeply into ray heart, gave me 
ind and said, "Dear Lulu, I must certainly ask 
pardon, and you are right." That came upon imi 
nueb as a BargTiae. I tMTu.%i ^mckly to ths 
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window. Can all the disquiet which I have felt have 
been without cause? Herr von Schaffau came silently 
to me, and I could reply nothing. The carriages were 
howling again along the road in the park below; Herr 
von Tiilsen looked up at me. I started back in ter- 
ror. But Herr von Schaffau left tbe room without re- 
ceiving an answer from me. It was very childiBh of 
me. I ehould have been obliged to go after him, but 
tbe children surrounded me. 

I eat and played with the children, and at last 
settled the matter. I am to pardon him! And if I did 
not meet him very eagerly with it, it may he a warn- 
ing to him for the future to conquer his humours, and 
not to he one day pleasant, and the next unpleasant. 
The festival days are now over. I am not satisfied 
with myself. I was very much agitated and distracted. 
The time was much more delightful in anticipation. I 
expected so much from the days. If I had been able 
to pray moro heartily, I should have been safer. Oh, 
if my heart could but bo quiet and steadfast. It can! 
It shall 1 



0'sr«aTtk,(belrdB 
Lord Jeaug, coidu bqc 
Night brighter tbsn 
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The reckoning is indeed heavy, bat Thy grace ia I 
strong', and Thy compassion great, I Bleep aecnrely, ^ 
because Thy wings over-shadow me. 



We had a holyday again to-day. Early in the 
morning, I wrote to snnt. There was so much about 
estemal events, that the letter grew long. I bad mach 
that was pleasant to telL How my completed ward- 
robe will delight them ! I packed up my sweet- 
meats, VoUberger will fake it with bi-m to-morrow to 
the rail. 

I did not go a walk, I pointed so as to finish the 
little picture. I thought perhaps I should be able to 
give it to Herr von Scbaffau before his departure. 

At noon Sophy dressed me in the golden brown 
with orange blossoms. It was for a leave-taking party. 
The Grauberg family and others came. I went down 
with a peaceful and firm mind: how utterly different 
the world looks. Herr von Tfilaen , would surely not 
triumph again: though Frau von "^chlichten was so 
marked in her nnkindness towards me, that I was 
afraid, she was planning to get me out of the house. 
Lucy looked compassionately and at the same time 
beseechingly at me. I could kiss her forehead quite 
cheerfnlly; she understood me. "To-morrow they are 
all going away," said she, consolingly. I was very 
much astonished and embarrassed when Connt Roden 
took me in to dinner. I was obliged to take my place 
lite high up at the table. Herr von Schaffan was 
y other neigbbour 

" 1 he always does now, be said grace aloud before 
I e seated ourselves. 1 now looked. T15, Pran vottl 



Fran vottSj 

ii 



StABT OF A POOa YOtlSG LADY. 283 

ScHichten'a piefclug gaze fell on me. Slie ajjpeared 
very angry, and wliispered as she sat down to Fran 
von Riimberg, who made a horrihle face. I got 
frightened. I could not remain here. I begged to be 
allowed to take my old place near the forsaken Lucy, 
and wished to go away. Count Roden looked at me 
with astonishment, but Herr von Scbaffan, who, wonder- 
fully enough, always sees through my thoughts, almost 
commanded me to remain. He looked with one of his 
erailes towards the ladies, and observed rather loud 
that Lucy was looking very longingly after me, but 
she must content herself to-day. 

Fran von Suhlichten had noticed my movements. 
She turned red. She had seen my good intention, I 
was at rest now. Count Roden talked a great deal to 
me. His character inspired me with more and more 
confidence, I told him much of home. The remem- 
brance of home life made me lively, and when we 
rose from table I did not know how the time had 
passed. After dincer I was annoyed that he men- 
tioned the excellence of Herr von Tiilsen and his 
friendship for me. Herr von Tiilsen has told him that 
it is very dull here; he has laid it on with strong 
colours. I fear it is at his instigation that Count Roden 
made me the generous proposijlion to he for some time 
at his house, as lady-companion of his daughters; 
care also should be taken about my aunt. Herr von 
Tiilsen lives in the same little cipital. He appears 
not to have given up his foolish thoughts. I tried as 
much as possible to talk Count Eoden out of his 

I assured him that I would not part from Lucy if 
they did not send me away, 1 sas^ocfti. Vna 'Oa%.\. "V 
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Bhould not feel happy in a court, that I was accuBtomed 
to quiet and a lonely lifu in the country; and very 
much preferred it. The others had begun to dance. 
Herr von TQlsen earneslly begged me to daue«. Surely 
he did it to vex Frau von Schlichten, as he found me 
quite near her. He appears quite to have broken with 
her, and to have taken up with the Grauberg family. 
He is going with tiiem to-day. 

He begged me at least to stay down-staiis. I re- 
plied, that I had promised to be with Lucy every 
evening, and showed him how she stood waiting' for 
me at the door. I'ran von Schlichten now, t« my 
astonisltinent, said some kind words to me. She was 
glad at the chQd's love for me, and could be quite 
easy to leave Lucy here under my protection. I do 
not know what is undemoatii, and will not enquire; it 
is aJl right, if she is friendly. Count Boden took a 
very friendly leave. He will greet my unde the conrt- 
marshal from me. When I asked Herr von Schaffau 
whetlier he was going away early, he replied that in 
any case he should speak to mo first. 

Lucy was a short time in my room. We made 
plana for the coming quarter. Herr von Schaffau has 
committed to us the care of the poor in his absence. 
VoUberger stays here; "aa a spy," said aunt Julia in 
joke: Bhe ia no longer afraid of him: Kosalie may 
not slay. Bhe would like to; but her thoughts will 
stay behind. We will think of her, and pray for her. 



Even before prayers came Herr von Schafiau. He 

ed for aunt Julia. She was not here yet. For 

tiie &ret >time lie talked long and confidentiadiy wiUt 
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me: it is all rights be is not aja^y with me; lie vamed 
and cheered me with geutle loving words, I am. to 
persevere and go joyfully on my way: if it is neces- 
sary, he will take my part. I was very much touched 
by Lis kindness. Lucy came in; he drew her gently 
towards htm, and charged her to obey me. "It ia not 
at all neceBsary," eaid he laughing, "she is more 
obedient to you than to me. I might he almost 
jealous." Lucy tenderly assured him, that she loved 
him mote than before, and aunt Julia too and every- 
body. 

He was her dear uncle, and must not stay away 
from us ao long. "Do you really wish that?" asked he. 
"J do wish it," replied she, "andLulu too; don't you?" 
"Certainly," said I, He saw very well that I sincerely 
meant it. Aunt Julia now came in and Sophy too; 
we had not yet had morning prayers. Herr von 
Schafiau asked, wJiether he might stay. Aunt Julia 
too seated herself quietly in the corner of the sofa, — 
a sign that she wished to stay. I was afraid at tirst, 
and felt very weak , but I soon gained courage and 
joyfulness. All the follies aud weaknesses, which have 
carried my heart hither and thither these last few days, 
were blown away. I felt a hearty communion with 
those who were with me, who are so dear and pre- 
cious to me. I prayed with them and for them, with 
my whole soul. If we had prayed thus together every 
momiug, it would have been different. I Lave often 
misunderstood Herr von Schaffau. In my heart I 
prayed away every thought with which I had done 
him injustice; if he had not gone now, I should have 
borne much from him which I did not understand. 
After the carriages had rolled away, I went onca raati^ 
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into the empty rooms below. I thought over the hours 
I had lived here. I was obliged to struggle with a 
melancholy mood. I had many reproaches to mske 
on myself. I had had many vain and foolish thoughts 
here; bad been lazy and dilatory in my vocation. I 
might have been wanner and more loving towards 
Thekla, and have taken more trouble about Rosalie. 
I seated myself in my favonxite window. Here I 
found Herr von Sohaffau's gloves and cigar-case. I 
drew the curtain and fancied that I could bear the 
noise and buza of the company. But it was silent and 
remained silent Here Vollberger found me. He came 
to clear away the remains of the breakfast and other 
things. I gave bim his master's things. "How, dear 
Miss," said he, "impress once more upon your mind 
how madly things have gone on here: such things will 
not happen again. With the old year we wiU sweep 
out the old impurity; this two-fold eBtablishment does 
not answer — either one or the other. Master has 
done what he could; bnt the heart of his sister is closed 
against him. He is now taking her in Berlin into 
circles which may perhaps have more influence on 
her than he could; he will find new powers there. I 
hope, they will not come here again ranch, and we, aa 
I said, will sweep the old defilement from the rooms 
here, and may the Lord purify the heart of the sister." 
I had a good deal more talk with Vollberger, I am 
very fond of him. It b well that he has stayed with 
us. TliiB evening aunt Juha drank tea with Lucy and 
■no here in my room. I began to read aloud; aimt 
fnlia aoou fell asleep, and snored loudly. She has had 
I great deal to axrange during the day and baa not 
£niahpd yeL 



DIABY OF A FOOB TOUNG LADY. 



We have not eeea much of the auat yet. She ia 
still busy in the house, I am glad that we have per- 
mission to inhabit tbe large breakfast-parlour; the 
splendid piano stands there. Heir von Schaffau wishes 
that we should have intercourse with the pjirsonage. 
Aunt Julia has no objection. She said, for our aakea, 
she will sometimes CDtertain the whole swarm of children 
here. The Pastor's wife can put on her Christmas cap 
on the occasion; her stateliness will not be unpleasant 
fo the aunt; I will give her some good advice before- 
hand. In these intermediate days there is not much 
to be begun, and a tendency to ennui came over me, 
When I saw the same in Lucy, I conquered my own, 
I made some calls with Lucy on old people, in order 
at onc« to eater upon the duty which Herr von SchaiFau 
has committed to us. 

We will not give anything to anyone before we 
have visited him. Old Sandermann is in want of a 
woolen gown; that shall be our first work in the New 
Year. I have seen again to-day how very much people 
are pleased with sueh visits. 

It pleases them about as much as the gift itself. 
If only people of rank knew how much comfort they 
could give to their poor brothers and sisters, by love 
and sympathy, what interest they could make of the 
advantages which the Lord has ^vea them through 
their position in the world! Trinchen has often said 
that to me. She desires it especially for young ladies. 
Wives have generally their vocation in children and 
I their household; but the young ladies! Oh, if they 
I were filled with the love of Christ, with gentleness, 
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humility and sw^eetness, they could diffuse much bless- 
ing in the world; they could lay soft pillows beneath 
poverty and sickness, ajid axou^Q h^t^rts to think of 
the heavenly kingdoo^ Where poverty and sickness 
have loosened the ground, the good seed may be sown, 
and the Lord can work much by feeble energies. I 
talked in this way with Lucy. She receives it gladly; 
she even said to-day, that now she could understand 
why the dear Lord had made her ugly, and had not 
given her people's love; — that she might love Him 
all the more, and not live to the world. I explained 
to her that if she loved the Lord with all her heart, 
and sought to live piously and with a pure heart be- 
fore Him, that would be the surest way to gain the 
love of everybody. We then sat very snugly in my 
room. Lucy finished the day by writing to her uncle; 
she promised him a kind pf diary. 

Ist Janoitry. 

Praise ye the Lord t His love is great towards as ; 
Precious it is to praise the King immortal ; 
Lovely His praise, and sweet to «• who listen. 
Praise ye the Lord t 

Answer each other with the loud tbanksgiviog} 
Praise Him with harps — our God — the eveir-worthyj 
For He is mighty, and is strong to save us. 
Praise ye the Lord! ~ 

Thank ye the Lord, of all things the Creator I 
Fountains of life are in His presence springing, 
And, from His heart, upon our souls descending: 
Praise ye the Lord I 

Lord Jesus Christ — Thou Son of the most Highest, 
Glre Thou Thy grace, to all devout believers, 
Tlifit they may praise Thy name to ^erlM^Pff ^ 
Praise ye the Lord t 
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!The sun is shining brightly in the bine sky; the 
annbeams gliaten on the snow- white earth. In my 
li soul ton all is clear, »nd bright, and §Tinny. Lord, 
p Thou art my God — Thou art wholly mine. Oh, bounti- 
f fhl Lord! help my poverty; oh Lord, how richly have 
I Thy grace and goodnesB flowed around me, and how 
I cold and insensible I have remainedl 

!0h, it ahaJl he difFerentl Oh, take me — take me 
■wholly to Thyself; my prayers shall not cease; and if 
I I grow weary or slothful in it, I will wrestle and strive, 
till Thou enablest me to pray — till Thou fiUest my 
heart, fill Thou makest me strong in the power of Thy 
might. A new year lies before me, dark — no, not 
dark; nothing can happen to me but what Thy will 
has foreseen. Let trouble and conflict come! Thou 
wilt be near me. Oh, my heart is bo comforted, so 
ftill of joy, for "I will not let Thee go, unless Thou 
bless me." Amen. 



Lulu to Trinchen. 

DeAK TRmCHEN, 

Yomr letter might have made me sorrowful, and 
aunt's illness anxious. But to-day I have entirely 
given my heart to the Lord. Confidence and joyful- 
ness shall not fail me. Oh, Trinchen, pray for me, as 
I do for you. Only be of good cheer, my dear ones, 
ihs Lord is a wonderful King. He will lead us, all 
OUT life, to His honour, and to our peace. Are you in 
want again? Speak plainly. I am an almoner, and 
am. not rich myself. I will allow myself to advance 
something. If you wish I can send you fifty thalers. 
Is it not wonderful that I, a poor girl, came to such 
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good people, who are so kind to me. Ob dear Trinchen, 
I cannot be tbankftil enougb; but yon can also be 
thankful for me. Aunt is worse, but do you not your- 
self say, that she is seeking peace? Is not that a great 
mercy? 

Those who seek Him, find Him; we will rejoice in 
that. Dear Trinchen, write me soon a cheerful letter; 
but I wish to know all the trouble which presses upon 
you; it is not trouble, if we have faitL Only write 
in full faith and confidence, as I have been accustomed 
to in you. May the Lord strengthen you I 

Your faithfid 
Lulu. 



Lulu to her aunt. 

My heartily beloved Aunt, 

If I could but be sitting now by your bed! I 
would kiss your hands, I would caress your cheeks, I 
would nurse you, so that you should soon be welL 
Ah, no ! Trinchen is doing that already, and the Lord, 
— our dear faithful Grod, does so most of alL How 
quickly will the few weeks pass, and then it will be 
spring, and I can visit you dear ones. Till then I will 
write you many letters, will chatter as though I were 
sitting by you, and beguile your time. 

You have my Christmas letters now. You will 
have been very much pleased to hear how well I am 
getting on. K I did but know how to do more for 
you; and I do too! Herewith I send you the green 
temeaux, for a soft dress for you, when you get up 
again. Your old ones are too thin; do accept it! I 
am not in want of anything, My blue dress will last 
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very well till the spring; and then there irill be 
Bummer clothing. The solitude suits me. Aunt Julia 
ia very affectionate. Dear aunt, give thanks to the 
Lord, that He brought nie here, and not into a worldly 
life! Now, for the first time, I can fully recognize 
that; and should I be ever ao poor and lowly, I may 
serve the Lord Jesus Christ, love worship and obey 
Him, and so I am happy, — unspeakably happy. May 
you be convinced of it. May you have no anxiety for 
me, and may you see for yourself that the world brings 
no joy and no peace. Oh dear, precious aunt! I am 
very rich and happy. Hold your Lulu dear, who 
would gladly spread her hands under your feet, 

Tneadaj, Sib JaDDary. 

We had a new pleasure to-day. Carry with her 
four brothers and sisters, Lucy, and Mr. Heber, and I, 
went on skates under the Lindenberg. It was head- 
over-heels with the little ones! Mr. Heber and I had 
nothing \o do but to pick them up , and to comfort 
them; and yet the little people would not leave off. 
At last, whon their noses got too red, and their hands 
too stiff, we went in. The paster's wife refreshed us 
from the great coffoe-pot, and with bread and honey 
as well. Our appetite was not small. I am here at 
least an hour every day in order to cut ont, to con- 
trive, to consider; I shall soon have got through. I 
Bee order in cup-boards and drawers, and everything 
that is necessary. 

The pastor's wife is very thankful; the children 
love me, and I am very happy in the dear house. 
Carry helps us in the sewing-school. We had them 
to-day for the second time; the children are fai feani. 



I 



Ailful — but not so in singing. I gave a aing^ngt- 
leseon too the day before yesterday to the domeBties 
Sophie wins one after ftoother of them to raominC 
prayers, and they know only a few chnreh bymns. 



It was jileasant to-day when we set the silver tea* 
nm on the fine tnhle-clotb, and sweets-meats and "satf" 
tletiea" as well. Voilbergcr ushered the pastor and fail 
lady, Mr. Heber, Carry and little Mary, very respeot 
fnlly and ceremoniously into the well-perfumed drawing* 
room. To my joy the pastor's lady waa not embai* 
rasaed, and aunt Julia very sociable. Ltioy saA I 
acted hostesses. We had made the cakes, and made 
the tea. The Pastor entertained ns almost entirely. 
I was very glad that the aunt listened to him with 
such great attention. She thinks him very clever. 
But I am Sony that she makes fun of Mr. Heber. 
Not on hia own account, — it is no matter to him, hot 
on her own, and on Lucy's. Her love and respect fo* 
her atmt, mnst become less when she hears that 

I will earnestly beg her not to do iL Mr. Hebei 
is a true man, and that is saying a great deal. 

Sondaj-, «Kh jBDniirj. 

Herr von Tttlsen is here at church on Sundayf) 
be visits at the parsonage, and sometimes makes a short 
the annt. I do not trouble myself about him. 
If he could but be sincere towards himself and towards 
the Fastorl 



Thundajr Still JukvuT* 

Xt has snowed very much in the night . Did 



Werder could not come to fetch hia dinner. I went 
there with Sophy towards evening. He ia lying in 
bed; no one is with him. If the cold continues, our 
supply of wood will not hold out I spoke to the 
gardener; he has cut great heapa of dry branches from 
the treea, I believe we might give away this wood 
without asking the master. 



The cold becomes more and more severe; we must 
now cook every day for the poor. Many children too 
since yesterday have been standing, hungry and frozen, 
before the castle -kitchen. The old cook gives them 
leavings, but that is not enough. He would gladly 
cook tor them, but Christine, the kitchen-maid, com- 
plains of her work, which is increased by it At 
morning prayers to-day I read S. Matthew 25th chapter, 
verses 31 to 46, where it says, "Come, ye blessed ot 
my Father, inherit the kingdom which ia prepared for 
you, from the foundation of the world. For I was 
hungry, and ye fed Me, etc. For-as-much as ye have 
done it to one of the least of these my brethren, ye 
have done it to Me." But to those who stand on His 
left hand He says, "For-as-much as ye have not done 
it to the least of these, yo have not done it to Me. 
And these will go away into everlasting punishment; 
but the righteous into life eternal" Christine was 
there. When the cook afterwards asked her to peel 
some pails of potatoes for the poor children, she did 
so willingly. Lucy's eagerness for the cooking-room 
seemed also to abate. Sophy might very well do it, 
and cook for the old people; hut it should not only 
make an amusement for Lucy, she ought to do it fraio. 
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compaBBion, and muet make a sacrifice. But I 
notluiig. 

Towards evening when the anow was . 
lightly, I invited her to accompany me to the villaj 
She was afraid of the cold, but she took muff and 
and followed me. We went to see Mrs. Grossen wl 
is ill. She was lying in bed. A little hoy was layisf, 
a few twigs on the dying embers; the room waa very' 
cold. Two little girls were squatting on the ground,, 
the smallest child was with her in bed. *'0h hard. 
winter!" moaned the poor widow. "We have gives 
the last penny for wood, and now we have no breai,' 
either." I talked with her. Lacy listened silently. . 

Afterwards I took her to see old Werder, HU 
stove was quite cold, yet he was contented; hia help is 
the warm dinner, which dear young Miss Lncy cooks 
for him herself every noon. He prayed for the Lord's 
blessing on Lucy. Lncy cried; I understood her teaiSi 
She felt her indifference. When, on going home, 1 
begged her to visit these two houses herself eveiy day, 
and see after everything that was necessary, she threw 
her arms round me, and kissed me. We have made a 
plan to-day. Aunt Julia, Lncy, and I, and Sophy 
and VoUberger, have divided ourselves among the sick 
and needy families, which we must visit. The ano* 
is crisp, there are thick ice-flowers on the windows. 
We shall have eighteen degrees of cold. 

Lacy is indefatigable in her visits. She sfiWB tUm 
for those under her care, and cooks and cares for them 
most faithfully. Oar pastor says, "to a godly life be- 
koig also godly works; to do nothing, and only to 
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wIbIi to be idle, and to look on, the eotd cannot en- 
dnre." How liappy I am in this active life I How much 
fresher my heart ja! To be idle and absent is very 
painful. I have experienced that; and mast we not 
give an acconnt of every hour, of every useless word? 
Oh, one might be very much diaheartened at this 
thought. 



Aant Julia and Lucy are both obliged to keep 
their rooms; they both have hoarse coughs. I have 
undertaken their sick visiting. An icy northwind and 
a snow-shower almost hindered me from going; the 
steward and the gardener have very kindly had a path 
flwept for me to the top of the WUage. 

On the way back I made a short call at the Pastor's. 
They were all sitting together in ihe little study; even 
the cradle stood there.; one could scarcely turn round. 
But they aU looked cheerful, — the Pastor himself at 
the head of them. Wiien it was getting dusk, I started 
for home. I would not suffer that anyone should go 
with me. It was dismal outside; the wind swept 
through the bare trees, and over the desolate white 
plains, and then again thick eddies of snow drove into 
my face. At the door VoUberger received me, and 
almost scolded me that I had gone out; and aunt Julia 
came very attentively to meet me with warm tea. It 
grew dark, the wind roared more and more. "If any- 
one were out he must perish," said I; "the snow covere 
up the roads, and the wind takes the traveller's breath 
away." As my imagination busied itself with snch 
piotnres, I often seemed as though I could hear the 
rattling of a carriage. 
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"Do yon eipect anyone?" asked aunt Julia pta]^ 
fully, when sLe observed my frequent ansioas listening, 
Then a post-hom Bounded, and a carriage drove qnicklf 
over the bridge, into the castle-yard. We sprang ^ 
in aatouiahment, but I only left the room. I ran (e 
the door. It was be; Heir von Scbafian, hidden by 
for and enow, greeted me kindly. I know not wbfithei! 
my joy was greater, or my sympathy in his frozen 
state. I went before him into the room, hot Lucy wa« 
already coming to meet me. 

It was a great delight! and we did everything to 
reiresh him. Then Lucy sat on a footstool at has feet 
"Dear uncle, we are very happy that yon are here," 
said she, tenderly. " Wef' said Herr von Schaffian, 
playfully and looked at us. "Yes, ws, my dear 
Frederic," said aunt Julia with kindly sincerity, and 
patted him on the shoulder. It is the first time that 
I have heard her call him by bis Christian Datne. I 
am so very glad to see a light again in the little tower. 
He did not tell ns much of the town, but only wished 
to bear about things here. Aunt Jalia inforraed him. 

But Bogalie has written a long letter. Herr von 
Tiilaen has been there for some days. He has made 
friends with her mamma. Hosalie does not trust bito, 
and warns na against him. I do not know what he 
has told about us here. Mr, Heber is mixed up in it, 
I do not understand it, but it is of no conaequance to 
me. The whole household was assembled next morning 
for prayers. I felt that Hexr von Schaffau must now 
"take my office. Ho did so for the first tinte 
i large company. I thanked tho dear gentlt 
much for it. I thought of the first Sunday 
in the same rooms, — "The Holy Ghoat 
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implore." I sang it to-day; it waa different to then. 
After breakfast auat Julia had Bpoken to me. I do 
not exactly know what she was aiming at. She begged 
me to be open; I have nothing to conceal from her. 
She asked whether I really had the intention of refusing 
Herr von Tiilsen's hand, I replied that the matter was 
long gone by. She seriously set before me whether I 
had not trifled away my happiness, whether I should 
not repent it in time. I was able to set her at reet 
about it She hinted to me that he would be my 
greatest enemy, ho would calumniate me, he would 
seek to injure me; she certainly believed he would try 
to get mo out of the house. Even that cannot make 
me uneasy. How should he calumniate me? My life 
lies open to everyone. Aunt Julia reproved my supine- 
nesB, and indeed, aa I would not understand in what 
way I could be calumniated, she eagerly drew the 
letter of her sistcr-in-iaw from her pocket, and read 
nearly as follows: "The girl is very sly, more sly 
than you think. If you will not believe that, dear 
sister, from me, prove it yourself. Does she not already 
manage all those around her? I hear that in the house 
and village, sho is already considered as the mistress. 
I iMnk it very natural as I have observed her char- 
acter. I call it an all-usurping nature. She naturally 
does not do it by ^dolence; in that very thing her sly- 
ness consists. She does it under the guise of love and 
humanity. Examine how much you yourself are under 
her influence. Rosalie evidently speaks of her with 
longing; even Thekia assures me that I do her in- 
justice. So I am the only one who estimate her with 
clear sight. I except Frederic who, until now at least, 
does not appear to be deceived by her^ thfto^li. H.'s^x 



B tnea b> hiot at it In one thing I do not 
— wiiy she leaves Heir von TfilECn n 
limg in nncertaint]^. The foolish old man really be- 
lieves her pioOB worda &boat poverty and riches. Bnt 
I wish from my heart that her slyness may mislead 
her here, aad that he may give her np." 

"Is it possible?" said I, after she had read to the end. 
"Yes, ray child, it is possible, and sfill more," replied 
aunt Julia. "I only wanted to shew yon that yon are 
not wiser than old people, so that yon might believe 
me." When she saw how very much I Tvas cast down, 
she tried to comfort me. "Go quietly on your way, 
and do not allow yourself to feet embittered," she said. 
"Oh no," I said, "certainly not; it shall always be a 
warning to me to put off the appearance of love, and < 
to put on the reality. If Frau von Schtichten only 
comes here again, I will seek to convince her of my 
sincerity; and surely, with the Lord's help, I shall suc- 
ceed. And do assure her that I shall never give my 
hand to Herr von Tttben; and that I should like to 
shew her by my words how very ranch in earnest I was, 
oven if, in iny great weakness, I should be behindhasd 
in deeds." Aunt Julia embraced me tenderly. "My 
sister-io-Iaw is wise, but I am wiser: my knowledge of ; 
Iniinan nature is not small," said she. She begged me, 
(it the same time, always to give her my confidence, 
"Could yoii really prefer a life in a confined parsonage 
to a splendid posiliont'" asked she. "Certainly," I re- 
plied. "And Mr. Heber'r*" she i'alteringly interrupted 
I could not help laughing heartily. "Does Mr. 
M belong to every parsonage? ■ — the kind Mr. 
IT." Aunt Julia laughed with me. "I have just 
thinhing, people do not know what they wishj 
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but confeBH, has your heart never felt something pecu- 
liar?" I grew quite red, but I was able to say to her, 
that I had never cherished foolish thoughts. If they 
hover over the aonl, I cannot really prevent it, but I 
give them no room there. 

"Then we are quite agreed," said she, "you re- 
main quietly with us; the tempests will pass over." 
We both became very merry, and laughed with each 
other over the wonderful doings of people. I cannot 
say that the letter made me anxious. I was encouraged 
rather to go on my way unconcerned. Herr von 
Scha£Fau wished to go with me on my rounds. I took 
him to the most needy cases. As the winter continues 
so severe, large families are among them whose fathers 
are capable of work; only work fails. Herr von 
SchafTau was satisfied with our arrangements ; and 
especially praised the practical counsels of the Pastor. 
On the way back we made a short call at the par- 
sonage. It was very disagreeable to me, to find Herr 
von Tiilsen there. He had brought plenty of toys for 
the children from the town, and acted as if he were 
the best friend of the house. Filled with the impres- 
sioBB of the letter, I tried to show him my sentimeitts 
plainly. 

I earnestly wish that he would no longer stay in 
this part of the country on my account. The Pastor 
himself reminded him of the way back: it was growing 
dusk, and the wind was already driving scudding 
showers of snow before it. Herr von Tulsen took very 
friendly leave of the parsonage people, then he turned 
to Herr von SchafTau, and said lightly with great irony 
and bittemesB, "I vacate the field to you." Herr von 
Schfiffaa replied nothing; he looked serious and t^uiet. 
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On the WAy back, he wsUced silently beside me; ttM 
wind oAen drore the nutw so violentlj against ni, 
that he often placed himself protectingly before me. 
"Only iteer aa brarelj against all the rongfa weather 
that comee to hinder yon," said he, half in joke, when 
we eatered the door. "It was not bad," I replied. 
"Nothing is bad," he eontinaed. "It is all as we look 
npon il; but ollen we are weak, and look npon the 
doings of other weak mortals as Bad calamities." X 
thooght of Heir von Tttlsen, of Fraa von ScMichtea's 
letter, and calumnies, and things like that I then saiti 
alond, "they cannot hart me." He appeared to rejoice 
in this ccinfidenca 

Yesterdaj he had bnaineas the whole day; the 
weather U rather milder, Lucy was able to accom- 
pany me on my visits. In the evening we att very 
comfortably down-stairs in the drawing-room; the par- 
sonage people were invited. Annt Julia was very 
cheerful, and Lucy too in the hope that her ancle will 
return in a short time. I poured out tea, and handed 
a cup to Herr von Sohafiau, and the sngai-basin ai 
wea 

He took three of the largest pieces; and them I 
turned away with the baain. "I beg for just one more," 
said bo; and added that in past days be had not dared 
to make his tea sweet, but to-day, he begged for this 
favour on parting. Aunt Julia laughed very moch, 
warned him not to tell bis sister that; wbo maintiuned 
already, that I governed house and village. Herr von 

tffau protested rather oarnoetly that his sister was 

wrong, and the parsonage people also jokingly 

id with him. The Pastor said that he must be 

Vef^l that I did not encroach on bis spiritual 




office; ^ — in the house my rule waa no longer disputed. 
They combined with it, indeed, great [irot^stations of 
friendship, hut I felt rather awkward; and will be 
very mach on my guard. And I will really leave 
helping himself to sngar entirely to Herr von Schaffau! 
I was very friendly with all on saying good night, be- 
cause I had resolved never to be angry with anyone 
at the end of the day. One or another might die du- 
ring the night. Should we not always he on our guard? 
This morning he went away; we are again alone. 
After such pleasant days a certain extreme stillness has 
interveaed. We seem all three to feel it. 

Lulu to Trinchen. 

Dkas Trinohbn, 
I direct the letter to you that yon may take out 
this note beforehand. Tell rae openly what causes 
you anxiety? Your last latter is hard to bear. You say 
that money for yoar daily need is not wanting, but I 
enclose ten thalers. Aunt is not worse than usual iu 
winter. Not what is it? Have you secret enemies? 
I have many here, but what can they do to you? 1 do 
not understand you, and desire to know the truth. Is your 
courage become weak? Oh, then I will speak to you 
in all confidence. The mighty Lord God is our dear, 
dear Father. Lent begins this Sunday. I am always 
80 fond of it; — so rich and quiet; mourning and wait- 
ing — bright days in between, — foretastes of the 
spring — of the great resurrection. We are practising 
now that beautiful hyma: "A Lamb our guilt has 
borne." Shall I say the fifth verse quite in to your 
dear faithful heart? 
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Tkrongboot llCai's 4flj, «h I^ocd abova^ 

My thooght* Aall rwt OB Thae; 

Thoa luMt mabneed my «ml witk love, 

And U than eUag to Thoe. 
ThoB art mj light wUeh ahaU noC pale; 
Aad trheu my fleah aad heart shall fail, 

Still I am erer Thine: 
And, Lofd, to Thee — my high Benown, 
Mine ntmoat powers, to be TUne own, 

IsteadfMtly aaaign. 

So now we are His: to Him belong onr cares. I 
am verj joyfiil whatever may happen; and when my 
heart fails, Thou shalt remain the portion of my 
heart. Now good-bye and may He be with yon. 

Yonr fiaithM 

Friday, 82nd February. 

A mild breeze is blowing, the snow is melting, new 
hope animates the hearts of the poor people. Sophy 
almost bewails it, because cooking and providing and 
caring for them will very much cease. I represented 
to her to-day, and to myself too, that it is not Mng 
alone: there lies indeed no small danger in devoting 
ourselves too much to outward thmgs: the soul has 
need now and again of introversion, of quiet con- 
templation; and Lent is a beautiful time for that. 
How the Pastor warned us about it at prayers to- 
day. 



To-day, oh Lord, to sin ru die. 

And live to Tbee eternally: 

Thy death (when death had reigned before) 

Brought life to me for evermore. 

And opened wide the heavenly door. 

Oh Saviour! with Thy strength, be near, 
And itrongthen mo to pettevare ^ 
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Satnrflay, McaFabmuy. 

The Pastor was lamenting to-day that the steward 
had some wood moved last Sunday, and to-morrow 
wishes to have the horses put in again. Aunt Julia 
called him a foolish old fellow, with whom iha would, 
not he mixed up. He did not desist at VoUherger's 
warning. I mnst undertake the matter. Since the 
severe illness of his wife, he has been very attentive to 
me, and spares no pains to be agreeable to me. The 
Pastor reminded me of that; but yet I bad no inclina- 
tion, first on account of my "government," and then 
the steward is head-strong, and feels besides that he 
has faithfully served the family for more than thirty 
years, and was accustomed for many years to rule 
alone. The matter was very burdensome to me, and I 
put it off. Towards evening I was walking alone by 
the qniet hedge, a soft air was lightly blowing from the 
south, the birds were hopping among the twigs, long 
stripes of green and brown were rising from the fields 
of snow, the evening bell was sounding from the church 
on the hill. My heart grew uneasy. It called me to 
the steward; andlwenttoo. DearLordl Thou wishedst 
to show, that everything which happens in Thy name, 
has a wonderful power. Dear, faithful Lordl I am 
still very weak. I went trembling in. The married 
pair were sitting together: they had just received tba 
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news of the happy arrival of a first grand-child. I re* 
joiced with them. After some time I asked, ''Mr. 
Schnlz, shall jon have wood moved again to-morrow ?^^ 
"There we have it!" he roared out, "I thought that a 
plot was being fabricated there." His conscience was 
struck; his vehemence gave me courage. "Do you con- 
sider it nothing wrong yourself?" asked I. "If I do not 
have the wood fetched as long as the road is rather 
firm, I diall ruin waggon and horses," answered he, 
rather veltementl^ I told him how sorrowful at heart 
it made me, when I saw him act so; because I was 
convinced that at heart he reverenced and honoured 
tibie dear Lord. '^Oh, my husband is honest and god- 
fearing,'* said the wife, "even if he is different firom what 
is the fashion now." "The ten commandments must al- 
tmys be the fashion,'* I replied to them, and did they 
consid^ it a greater fault if one of their people steals, 
with the excuse that his children must starve if he did 
not, than if they desecrate the holy day, in order to 
Etpare the horses? Bchulz laughed, but his wife said, 
"The young lady is right, and you are wrong." "Do 
not let them go to-morrow," I begged earnestly: "and 
come to-morrow to church, I so seldom see you there. 
Do not always oppose the Pastor; he tneans well to- 
wards you and towards all, and do you know that 
thereby you very tnueh grieve Herr von Schaffaa?" "If 
I may I will come often," said the wife. "And you 
too, dear Mr. Schulz," I went on imploringly," do 
not only have the fear of God in yoUr hesurt; make a 
sacred pirofession also before the world." ^*I have grown 
so old, atA flhould I begin anything new?" he said, half 
in earnest, half in joke. "The older one grows, the 
worthier one is of higher honours," I continued^. 



"TJatil now yon have served men with fidelity and 
love, now serve the Lord of all men. Will you come 
to-morrow?" I asked in concluaion. "Out of love to 
you," be said. "Out of love to me," I aaked in 
wonder, "why so?" "Because I have so much to thank 
you for," said he, with kindly sincerity. "If you have 
80 much to thank me for," I eagerly interrupted him, 
"aa to go to church from love to me, what then must 
you do from love to the Lord, "Who has done a hun- 
dred and thousand times more for you? Oh, Mr. 
Schulzl consider how foolishly you spoke, and come 
from love to the Lord. Let your whole life, and every 
action, every hreath, be thankfulness towards Him 
Who has so faithfully led you day by day, for more 
than fif^ years." 

I went away and prayed the Lord that He would 
begin and finish. Sincere prayers have an influence 
on other souls: I knew the old man was in the church 
to-day. If I had not secured him yesterday, I had 
drawn him there to-day. When I went in he was 
sitting in the steward's pew. The pastor spoke of 
what the Lord bad done for ua, and of what we should 
do for Him in return. That agreed with yesterday's 
conversation. In the afternoon the Pastor said play- 
fully to me, "Is there no more need of your personal 
action, and do your very thoughts rule all around us? 
Schnlz was at church to-day, the first time since the 
harvest festival." I expressed my joy at it, but said 
no more, and broke off the conversation. I feel as 
though I should take strength away from my soul, 
if I speak about such things without some sacred 
purpose. 

^acUm ton Sanan, ilc, 30 
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Tbe m m mild, die watos are iowin^^ a jdknr- 
ammer sinfs all daj uiider mj window — I cannot 
ftaj in doon, and mn towards die quiet hSXi, and there 
I hear the larks finging np hi^ in the air. 

Oh, Lord (rod, wilt Thon mmhi open Thj wodd oi 
wcfoden? Oh glorious and mi^itj God, Thon ait my 
dear Father in heaven! 



Old Werder seems near his end; he is qniet and 
yjjfuL liuej read to him to-daj the 17th cJiapter of 
S. John. '^Dear Miss,^ he then said, ^we shall see 
each other again above, /.am going to sleep, yom will 
wander longer; bnt life is short, eternity is long.*^ Lucj 
feels it very mndL She wishes to see him die; and 
more than once a day looks into his cottage. Mrs. 
Grosser is well; her two elder boys are employed at 
the brick-kiln; they work there now, and will soon 
dig in the field. 

Wednesday, Sth Mareh. 

A week ago I spoke in the sewing-school to the 

children of what we conld do from love to the Lord. 

We would not be satisfied with beautiful hymns and 

stories only, but would make room for Him in our 

heart, and would clear it of all that may not be worthy 

-^^ Him. We will go bravely to the work, and then 

to exchange impatience and quarrelsome feelings 

mkind words, for gentleness and patience and 

ity, and pray for a quiet loving spirit, — the 

■* ^mitment for girls and women; — and so on. 
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To-^y I reminded them of the conversation, and told 
them they might examiiie themselveB whether they had 
bad opportunity of exercising gentleness and patience. 
One little girl, the baker's Lizzie, looked at me 
earnestly with her large blue eyes, and nodded. The 
poor child has a passionate mother, and I have already 
heard a good deal about it, aad because the children 
with time grow dearer and dearer to me, I feel as 
though I must do something for them out of school 
too. Only to this poor child I do not know how. "Do 
not pry into what is not thy business," and yet I feel 
strongly about it. 



Who wishes to get as out of the Plettenhaus? Who 
are our secret enemies? what causes the old miller to 
give notice about his money? It would be insecure 
because the property would deteriorate every year. It 
must be either paid, or the place sold, by the Ist of 
May. It seems so incredible to me, that I can scarcely 
rest "No one will lend us the money," says Trinchen, 
"because the miller has right on his side" Aunt has 
suffered more for some time, how I long for home. I 
hope to go at Easter, I said so in my letter to Trinchen. 
I will speak to the miller myself. 

Suppose rugged paths should be in store for me 
now? I was getting on so well that, perhaps, I have 
grown confident and proud; therefore, I will take 
patiently, what the Lord sends me. I have great 
confidence; — He will help us. He will not cause this 
sorrow to my poor dear aunt. Now, faithful Lord, 
give me a strong heart, 
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Thursday, 12th Mareh. 

We have laid a wreath of snow-drops on old 
Werder's grave. Lucy was not with him when he 
died. She found he had already fallen asleep. He 
was a poor man, he has worked a great deal, has had 
a great deal of care; his wife and children died before 
him; one son lives at a distance, but he was a rich 
man; he was joyful and fall of comfort — happier than 
many thousands. In the afternoon I took Lucy to 
our work in the garden, a suitable employment in such 
beautiful spring days. We first made plans — flower 
garden, vegetable garden, and plantation, — everything 
will be laid out We stayed till it grew very dusk, 
till the little birds became silent one by one, and the 
children's voices louder in the village. I might well 
be cheerful; the spring so beautiful, my heart so fall 
But then the thought of the dear ones at home dis- 
tresses me. 

Saturday, 16th March. 

My heart is heavy again. I do not know exactly 

why; — the days are so bright and spring-like. I feel 

an anxious presentiment; I cannot help thinking a 

great deal of home. I was uncertain whether I could 

not make aunt Julia a confidante of my anxieties, but 

"He might think I wanted a good deal of money from 

*, as she was always so kind. How could I desire 

Trinchen is right Aunt really lives much too 

pensively; the house is almost unused; it would be 

1 advantage to live in a little hired house, and yet 

i. would gladly see my dear aunt spared the sorrow. 

T -' ' > to the Pastor; — he has given me more than 

af good advice. 
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Uocdiy, ISth Mueli. 

To-day I aerioualy considered why I was not more 
cbeerfaL la that my joyful courage, my trust and 
confidence! I walked, in the warm eunBliine, hy the 
borders before the green-house, I picked violets, cro- 
cuses, snow-drops, hep)i.tica3, and the delicate green of 
the spirffia. I hfld the nosegay up against the blue 
sky. I looked into the bright shining cups of the 
flowers, my heart expanded, and tears ran gently on 
to the flowers. Oh, those were happy tears! Tea, 
dear Lord, Thou art the dear faithful God, I heartily 
love Thee; love makes me immeasurably happy, rich, 
and of good courage. !Now come what will I If I had 
been with Trinehen to-day! Everything, everything 
must be ordered and overruled; my heart is very joyful. 
i could trip again through the garden with Lucy. We 
hastened to the parsonage. 

We were called in there because our talents in 
gardening bad become rather notorious! They wish 
to make some alterations; the garden was laid out by 
the old clergyman unpractically and without regard to 
beauty. The flower-beds and bushes ought to be near 
the house. The Pastor asked me, indeed, for my ad- 
vice, but yet would think his own ideas the prettiest, 
and act upon them. I gave bim bis way, in order not 
to call down upon me the reproach of a wish to rule; 
although I thought it very tastelesB. The vegetable 
garden was left to us. I laid it out with Mr. Heber. 

The Pastor's wife was satisfied with everything. 
We measured out the beds, and then they were firmly 
trodden; — that was fun! First I, then Mr. Heber; 
Lucy and the whole troop of daldiftn lnViss^^ Vii. 
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the midst of the merriment, the garden-gate opened, 
and Herr yon Schaffan came in. 

We welcomed him with great joy. He was so 
very quiet over it, that I was ashamed of my liveli- 
ness, and quickly went to my work again. But I was 
very sorry ahout it. Mr. Heber^s good humour too 
seemed at an end; did he feel himself injured? 

I tried everything to make him merry again, and 
I succeeded too. But what did the Pastor mean when 
in the evening he warned me to be cautious towards 
Mr. Heber? I do not know what they mean; but can 
scarcely think that Mr. Heber is deceived by my 
friendly behaviour. 

Tbnndftyy 19fhM«reh. 

My heart almost stops beating when I think that 
the words of the Pastor^s wife might be the truth! 
Oh no, she talks too much, and likes talking I Could 
he really believe that my esteem, and what more could 
I call it, was anything else? Ought I to cherish such 
foolish hopes? Is he obliged often to be so proud and 
cold towards me in order to cure me of such folly? 
and on that account greeted me so coldly yesterday. 
Oh no, it is not possible I 

I thought a great deal, but could not rest. I was 
sitting by the open window, a mild breeze was blowing 
on me, the moon looked golden, everything was still, 
and yet I could hear the movement and breath of 
spring. 

The spring flowers, in the glass-vafie before me^ 
looked wonderingly at me with their bright eyes. It 
seemed as though I must rejoice with the joy of 
spiring. 
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Then he came in. I knew not whether to be com- 
forted or a&aidj he was grave but kind. Oh, if he 
could but Bee into my heart I have no foolish thoughtH 
there, hut I cannot endure such a. cold apathetic nature. 
"Lulu," he said, "I thought you had something to 
forgive me." I looked quietly at him; I cannot under- 
stand him. I should like to have told him what was 
annoying me then, should like to have begged him not 
to be anxious about it, but I could not, and he seemed 
to have guessed my thoughts. He laughed and said, 
"We make ourselves many unnecessary anxieties." Then 
I felt as though there were nothing that could trouble 
me, his expression was bright as the spring flowers 
before me. "What was it?" I said cheerfully. "Foolish 
thoughts," he replied. So perhaps he knew. I grew 
confused. 1 gave him the flowers which he thought 
HO beautiful, it would all have been well if the Pastor's 
wife had not said that! 



To-day was loo beautiful 1 We first worked till 
we were tired; and then we went — aunt Julia, the 
pastor, and Herr von Schafiau^ — ^for a walk — a long 
way up to the mountains — to the little pine- forest. 
Here we seated ouiBelves on the moss, and looked 
down into the valleys. The pastor began the hymn, 

'lalhahlshtul, 



We all joined in. We walked by the beds of spring 
flowers for a long time, up and down in the moonlight; 
only aunt JuHa went in. The gentlemen talked of 
beautiful, serious things, and we Uateiv^^ to <CaKn^ 



L beauti. 
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To*morrow Herr yon Schafifau is going to Fiiiggen; 
be wishes to be hire again, before tbe arrival of his 
sister. I am very glad of that; I am afraid of ber, 
and sbonld not like to be alone witb her. Ob no! 
that is wrong! I will not fear her, I will very kindly 
beg her not to be mistmstfol, as I am so very sincere 
in my intentions. She will not be here on my birth- 
day; I am really glad of that I wished to have that 
day still in repose with my dear Mends, — and the 
spring. 

Saturday, 88rd March. 

The bells are ringing in Palm-Sunday, the sounds 
are borne to me on the soft air, the sky is rosy and 
golden with the setting sun; the rosy light is glowing 
on my white hyacinth, in the open window. Ob, my 
heart should be thus white, and tender, and pure, and 
irradiated by the light of heaven. Such deep peace, 
such spring-like life, and such a festive peal should be 
within! I read the 13th chapter of Corinthians, and 
drank it in with all my soul. "Love is long-suffering 
and kind, is not puffed up, seeks not her own, is not 
easily provoked, bears all things, believes all things, 
hopes all things, endures all things." I no longer fear 
Frau von Schlichten. Oh no! however much she may 
be against me, I will hold fast this love in my heart. 
With this love, I will overcome everything. I am of 
good courage because Thou, dear Lord, art my faith- 
ful Lord. 

Sunday, 84th March. 

Lucy sent me in the afternoon to the parsonage. 
She has ^lomething going on witb. Bo^hy. She knows, 
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indeed, about my birthday, aunt Jnlia too is myBteriotis. 
I rejoice in the anticipation of the day! Heir von 
Scbaffau will come to-morrow evening, or Tuesday 
morning. 

Only I wUl not look forward to it too much, that 
ia not well. Bat, dear Lord, I am also contented that 
the day Bhonld be as Thon bast appointed. 



I considered the day as the eve of my birthday. 
Lncy wished to be alone, I was glad of it. I walked 
by the quiet hedge, I listened to the singing of the 
birds, and watched the little weeds, so modost, and yet 
so fresh, and in such lovely flower. Wild geese were 
passing over far above me on the bright blue sky; it 
was no melancholy autumnal note, but the cheerful 
note of spring; they were going to the north. Ob, I 
should like to soar and fly far, far awayl Wtat is 
going on now? 

I am sitting in the quiet room; the moon is shining 
on the white hyacinth; I am so anxious. We went 
towards evening to uieet Herr von Schaffau, he did 
not come; the carriage, which was to fetch him from 
the train, brought Frau von Schlichten unexpectedly. 
She saw our joyful greeting, and then our disappointed 
hope; she was very sharp. Since there was only room 
in the carriage for one person, Lucy was told to get 
in. Lucy refosed. Frau von Schlichten commanded. 
Bosalie got out to accompany me, although her mother 
did not seem to wish it. Bosalie is very cordial. She 
eaid with a aigh that alas we should not be able to bo 
long together. Must I go? Snrely Frau von Schlichten 
IB thinking of it. Why does she hate me? 



J 
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Frmn Ton Sdifichten was downstain m the bine 
room. I tried onee more to greet her kindly; antU 
now her heart has been closed against me. When we 
were placing onrselTes at table, and wished first to pray 
in silence, she sat down qnickty and whispered some- 
thing about ^^intolerable hypocrisy.*' I was frightened 
and hesitated, but I thought I ought to do it Lucy 
and aunt Julia followed my example. Aunt Julia is 
very much set against her sister-in-law; but yet 
not in a desirable way. Frau von Schlichten was 
out of humour all the evening; even the flowers 
which we have in the windows gave her cause for 
vexation. 

^^She had never been able to get such from the 
gardener," she said, bitterly. I went upstairs early. 
How must it be? It will be very hard to me to go 
frt>m here. I opened upon the verse, ^^The heart of 
man strikes out a path, but the Lord alone grants to 
him to walk on it" 

Lord, as a child I Thee obey, 
And Urns mj bletringa ahaU imereMe: 
For, walking in that narrowway, 
My feet shall find the path of peace. 

Dear Lord, as Thou wilt: receive my heart I 



Trinchen to Lulu. 

Plettenhans, 83rd March. 

were right, dear Lulu, I made myself un- 

.liy anxious. The Lord has ordered all, even 

trwiMti than we thought Your dear aunt Ilea 
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without hope, and yet with a great deal of hope. She 
Hays from her full lieart, 



Rbill DOI 


ill my fenr 


boo'Br? 


Thougb [ 




B«h ba fr.iiEht 


aan wHb 


muiyinu 


iilinii IhoDglll." 



So he of good comfort, dear child; the Lord has 
redeemed her from many sorrows. Tea, she has fallen 
asleep; I cannot keep it hack from yon, she has joy- 
fully departed. Ansiety aboQt you did not trouble 
her any more; yonr letters were a bright fountain of 
life and refreshment to her. Come my child! you 
shall lay a wreath of violets on her while forehead, 
and put a nosegay into her tender bands. Travel 
post to Wenderhurg. Jacob will be there; you can 
then go on foot. But the Lord he with you. These 
are rough roads — these are trials; but see whether the 
Lord can yet help. 

Trinchbh. 



Dear Lord, I am still Thine; the deeper Thon 
humblest me, the more Thou wilt lift me up; the more 
tribulation Thou sendest me, the more shall I be com- 
forted. I feel myself resting on Thy heart. The bells 
have died away, the hymns have ceased. I stood 
alone by the fresh made grave. A damp mist came 
on, the sky is clouded, everything mourns — a true 
day of death. I could not help weepiag 'J^'t^ ^ "^"isri 
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mnclL Dear Lord, Thou hast wept still warmer tears; 
Thou hast been in agony before me; oh, come and 
comfort me! Oh Lord, I know well Thou wiU come. 
I feel it already, only I am very weary and ill to- 
day. 

SOth March. 

Trinchen goes about as if in a dream; I must be 
her strength. Because I must be, the Lord will fit me 
for it She thinks of the fature; it will be hard to 
her to leave our dear home, only on my account Yes, 
indeed, it will be mournful when / must wander out, 
to see strange people in my dear rooms, in the garden, 
up there under the beech-tree, when the door is closed 
against me. I cannot help crying, but Trinchen must 
not know it; — that will make me strong. But now I 
am weary, I will rest. Where was I a week ago? I 
was sitting on the grassy ridge by the pine-trees. 
Spring was in us — around us; we sang, 

" To God alone be glory in the higheat.*' 

Can I not sing that now? I have sung it; at first, I 
could not help crying, but more and more firmly with 
a full voice. Trinchen and Jacob were soon standing 
behind me, and then I got more cheerful. I wished 
to comfort them. Yes, "Well for the servants of the 
Lord." "Trinchen," I said, "we will be very cheer- 
ful; with the Lord^s help, we will celebrate the feast 
of the resurrection to-morrow." 

"The one whom we love has fallen asleep, so we 
three will hold fast to each other, and love each other 
dearly, and never part. If we live no longer in the 
^"^ar bouse, we shall take ]^eaA^ mth us*^ and the Lord 



Who has enriched na here, will above all be ■with ub." 
Trinchen gave me her hand and Bmiled. "It is well," 
said she; but Jacob ■went away and I quite believe he 
■was crying. The few days since I left Braunsdorf 
appear like a long life-time to me. 

On my birthday 1 rose early. I went towards the 
hedge, I saw the quiet parsonage, the castle dreaming 
iu the miBt of spring; I did not think it was for the 
last time. When I came back I had a joyful surprise- 
Mr. Schalz himself was standing on the corridor to 
bring me hb congratulations, and from his wife a tea- 
aerviette, spun from her own Braunsdorf flax. 

Oh, I love her very much! The gardener pre- 
sented me a little group of dried flowers, — beautiful 
and fresh as I had never seen them. But in my room 
was a garden of flowers, and lights and cakes and 



The aunt and Lucy and almost all the household 
were assembled, and on my entering they sang, "Praifle 
the Lord, — the mighty King of glory." I joined in 
■with emotion, then gave my hand to each, and thanked 
them with a^tated heart. Aunt Julia kissed me ten- 
derly and wished me every happiness; Lucy hung on 
my neck. Oh, the abundant love was the most beauti- 
ful thing in the festival! Suddenly I saw Frau von 
Schlichten standing at the open door. 

She had been watching; then she said, in great 
excitement, "You are formally receiving homage here." 
"The homage of sincere love," said aunt Julia, bitterly. 

But I grew sad. I begged Frau von Schlichten 
not to be angry with me. She looked angrily at me, 
and left the room. Aunt Julia tried to comfort me; 
"it cannot continue so," she said, "TUwQ.TEsiia'^^^ysl" 
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^'Either 7011 or she," replied the aunt I know not 
how joyfolly that thrilled my heart — I repent very 
much of mj pride. We had prayers, we breakfasted 
together as nsoaL Scarcely half an honr had passed, 
I was alone and rejoicing over my beantifdl presents, 
when in came Betty — the far from respectable maid of 
Fran yon Schlichten, and gave me a letter. I read it; 
I felt how it chilled my heart like ice. I was obliged 
to hold by the chair. It was written in the utmost 
anger. She had seen through my plans, I should 
leave the house this moment, and no sooner leave the 
room, than get into the carriage; — with a threat of 
shameful scenes for me. ^* Shall I help you pack?" 
asked the maid, scomMly. I was quiet and kind to- 
wards her, and also allowed myself to be helped by 
her, — hard as it was to me. "Betty," said I, "do 
you know that you make me sorry when you try to 
injure me?" She looked defiantly at me. "Oh, Betty, 
you will repent it some day; I have never done any 
harm to you; and if I have injured you, I beg your 
pardon to-day when I am going from here. I certainly 
have never meant any harm." She now looked at me 
in wonder. "Yes," I continued, "Frau von Schlichten 
too will repent some day that she has been so violent, 
but tell her that I am not angry with her, and that I 
am only very sorry not to have gained her love." 
Betty was from that moment embarrassed but kinder. 
"Yes," she said, "her mistress was in a terrible rage. But, 
perhaps, it will be of no help to her," said she, and 
then gave similar hints to those of the Pastor^s wife, 
am very much ashamed that I should have given 
asion to such speeches. I broke off the conversa- 
'' I only asked for aunt Julia and Lucy. They 



are in mistreBs'B boudoir and know notliing of it. fify 
things were aoon packed, the carriage drove up. I 
stepped in. Before that, I sealed up the letter of Fran 
Ton Schlichten. I wiahed to find an opportunity of 
Bending it to the Pastor; then he would be clear about 
it, and my joumey explained to him, I had begged 
him to break the news carefully to aunt Julia and 
Lucy; Betty herself undertook the care of my letter. 
She was for the moment very honest in her good in- 
tentions towards me. At the door, Betty handed me 
another letter from Trinchen with a black seal. I 
broke it open. I read it, I cried passionately. I know 
not how Betty persuaded me to get into the carriage. 
I was as if in a dream. In the yard Vollberger ran 
after me. "What is the matter?" He saw me crying. 
The coachman did not wish to stop; he was obliged 
to. I gave him Trinchen's letter, with the request 
that he would give it to aunt Julia. My departure is 
now explained, even if Betty does not take any care 
abont my letter. The coachman did not drive me to 
the first station, but to the second. I was sorry for that, 
bat Frau von Schlichten had seen through me; I was 
hoping and wishing to meet her brother at the railway 
there. I wished to pour out my heart to him, he must 
share my sorrow. I got out, I stood waiting for the 
train; then a train came on the other side. It stopped-, 
snddenly I saw Herr von Schaffsu'e astonished expres- 
sion from a window. I involuntarily raised my hands 
at him; the train roared away. After a few minutes, 
I was flying in the opposite direction. Unwillingly 
I got in to the hateful poat-chaise. Can I not walk 
as well as the biirger-women? But I must overcome 
much in life. 



L 
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In Wenderbnrg I found Jacob. That was a quiet 
monmful walk. We read a great deal together the 
first day here, and I often went to my annt^s coffin. 
How beaatifal and peaceful she looked! I always 
thought she would see better days through me, and 
now it is well that she has not lived to see my ill- 
fortune. 



Lucy to Lulu. 

Braonadorf, 28t]i March. 

Dbab precious Lulu,' 
Will you open this letter? Will you not hate us 
too much? How I have boiled over since yesterday! 
But uncle also bit his lips and turned away. Dear 
Lulu! you mfMt come back again! We shall not be 
able to make up for the wrong, but if you are only 
here! If I had but come by the railway yesterday! 
I ran after you, but I had forgotten the money, and 
uncle soon came and fetched me back. Lulu, I 
must write to you that we are all very sad. Aunt 
Julia has been very angry; uncle reproved us. Oh 
dear Lulu, I have overcome, — I prayed for my mother 
and for myself, that I might have patience and love 
in my heart. ^^What was FrUulein von Plettenhaus 
doing at the railway?" asked uncle abruptly when he 
arrived. I laughed at him. "Lulu is keeping her 
birthday." Oh no, he had seen you too plainly. He 
was very earnest and would know the truth. Mother 
was gentle and kind, spoke of domestic peace, of 
heartfelt love to each other, — I know not what all, 
but she said that she was the cause of your hasty de- 
partnre. 
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It was tlien that uncle turned away, and I ran 
quiokly beyond Grauberg, If uncle had not come 
after me, I should have been with you now, I would 
comfort you, yes, and love you deiirly. If you do not 
come, I muat hate my motherl Oh, forgive me these 
words. I cannot live without you. Write at once, I 
am very impatient. 

Your dear 

Ldct. 

Aunt JnCa to Lulu. 
Deak Lulu, 
Do not wonder that I write ao quietly. I most tell 
you that I think it is quite right, that It has come to 
thia. Fire and Watfer do not do together. My sister- 
in-law is going to Pliiggen; I shall stay here with you 
dear children. The last time pleased me BO, that I 
only wish lo live so till my end, Frederic, in ray 
opinion, could not have been more angry; yet he was 
grave enough. Direttly after the festival, his sister is 
going into banishment; — so it appeEirs to me. Thekla 
i» beside herself. Rosalie hopes to remain with ub. 

I do not know yet whether I ought to say yes to 
it Wha* do you think? It was so delightful alone. 
My brother-in-law wished at first to write a few words 
to you himself, but be declares it is not necessary. 
You know all that he could say, and what lie thinks 
of the mutter. I think so too of myself, and so will be 
brief The death of your aunt makes your quick de- 
parture explicable to people. It is whispered about 
indeed, but what does tiiat matter? You, dear Lulu, 
are no doubt very sad at your loss. Hasten as fast be 
possible to as. We will comfort you. You know tliat 
JoacUm vm Kam4nt, lie. '^ 



i 
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I am your dear aunt now. Adieu, child of my heart! 
We will all fetch you from the railway. My child, 
you surely wish for money; — I send you herewith 
fifty thalers. Such opportunities do not often occur. 
Vollberger attends to the flowers in your room. The 
birthday table is unmoved, but it has become richer; 
you can guess by whom! There is a sorrowful condi- 
tion of things here now, you may be glad that you are 
away. 

I press you very tenderly to my heart. 

Julia von Schlichtbn. 



Lulu to Aunt Julia and Lucy. 

You dear, dear ones ! may I open my softened heart 
to you? I have been crying the whole evening; when 
I received your dear letters, I believed my happiness 
was gone for ever; because I never can return to you. 
Oh, hear me farther. Just because I love you so 
much, I cannot go : I ought not to separate mother and 
child. Trinchen has maturely considered it with me. 
I feel she is right. I give up everything; I stay here. 
The Lord has already foreseen what will become of 
me. But hold me dear! You, dear precious aunt! even 
when far from you, I must yet be near to your heart; 
and you, my beloved Lucy! will be my companion 
from morning to evening. I shall love you and will 
pray for you; will write to you much and often, and 
you must write again to me. My longing after you is 
very great. The Lord will help me. Oh, how quiet 
and lonely it is here, and the spring is coming joy- 
fully on. Many thanks, dear and honoured aunt, for 
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the money. The twenty thalers which were in ad- 
vance, I send back again. Everything here is in a 
tangle, but I have not got to business yet; it is all the 
same, I am not afraid, and the faithful ones here in 
the house wiU also be provided for. I will write more 
next time, I am so weary and tired The Lord be 
with us all. 

In faithful love 

Your 

Lulu. 

.8rd April. 

The letters are written and sent off, and so it is 
settled. I remain here. I was crying: Trinchen came 
behind me, then I turned round "Trinchen," I said 
cheerfully, "I shall soon leave off crying, and shall 
soon be merry again." Trinchen kissed me on my 
forehead But Jacob said to me, when I was standing 
by him under the chestnut, "It is all right: you are 
here again." That touched me very much, I told 
him we should never separate again. 

We have made a plan that as Trinchen is not on 
the full allowance from the foundation, we shall remain 
together. From this year she gets an annuity of 
thirty thalers. Jacob wishes some time hence to go to 
his brother^s son, but when that is over, he says, he 
wishes to enjoy the rest of his years here. 

The Bailiff is by Trinchen's advice my guardian. 
He quite agrees that I should remain here some years. 
I shall become rather more sensible then. Trinchen 
always believes that I have been rash and careless. I 
willingly leave her in that opinion; I would rather 
stay here than make any new aU«iK^\& \isjr«» ^Y^ja^ 
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BailiiF hM set before Qg that it would be Bineb better 
to sell the house sjid garden: and he hc^es to get so 
much that almost a hundj^ed (JialMrs interest would re- 
main for me. He wishes us to rent the gardener^s 
cottage in the plantation. 

Jacob shall be employed; and if Trinchen and I 
take in sewing we should get on. But we haTO all 
three resolved rather to live sparingly and to live here. 
Trinchen is the bravest, but it would go to her heart 
too if she were obliged to go out of the house. Dear 
house! every nook in the garden — my heart stops 
beating when I think of the little house in the planta- 
tion. Early to-morrow I am going to the ICiller. 

The morning was lovely and still. I went through 
the meadows along by the little swift brook; up above 
on the road ploughs were rattling along, and larks and 
black-birds were singing. I felt as though I could 
take hope. I kuew not yet that things go on very 
strangely in the world; und that the Lord makes use 
of many things to draw our hearts to Him. I flew 
into a passion, and felt deep scorn for the man who 
could do such an abominable thing. 

Just that has made me strong: he shall not triumph. 
I will serve my God also up there in the little house. 
Herr von Tiilsen is [o^r secret enemy; he has driven 
me away there also. Does he think that he shall win 
me more easily when so helpless? -Trinchen thinks 
60, but can but little reconcile herself to such conduct 
The old Miller reckons himself and me happy to have 
found such a wonderful purchaser, who is so set upon 
% that be would pay "beyoM €iaft 'jto^- 
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The Bailiff with great wisdom as 1iq wishes to make 
the best of ^e property, wilt drive him hig-her. At the 
sale at another time without this opportunity, there 
would be nothing remaining. The Miller's money is 
really uaeafe: nothing baa been done to the honse for 
ten yeara. But should I like to live by such money? 
the thought is repugnaat to me. I cannot, and I can- 
not tell the reason to the Bailiff. I have written every- 
thing to my dear Pastor — everything! He will advise 
me. It seemB to me as if the Iiord would send 
help through human beings. I told Trinchen much 
about Braunsdorf. She loves Herr von Schaffau very 
much; she says to me, she fancies him herself like my 
late father. 1 cannot help thinking a great deal of 
Braunsdorf; it in c^uite impossible that I should never 
go there again. I have had a comforting dream, and 
conld not help thinking of it the whole morning. 

Taesdaj, Sib April. 

I walked in the garden; the chestnuts are just 
bursting into leaf, the gooaeberries are green, spring is 
lovely as it was last year. Jacob is digging, has 
planted his peas and other things beside; I have not 
the courage to prevent him; — I do not know what he 
expects. I went farther down the meadows. Goose- 
Riekchen waa here again with her golden company; 
she was glad to see me. Dora also came to meet me 
with her knitting. She looked orderly and so did the 
little one. I was glad, and resolved as soon as pos- 
sible to begin the school again. On that account I 
went again to the plantation- cottage. It was shut up 
and quite empty. I looked through the windows at 
the rooms — room enough, Betota *Jtt% i^wsr "i! 
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stone bench and two acacias. I seated myself. The 
sunshine lay so quietly on the lonely garden; only the 
birds were singing merrily. My dear Plettenhaus with 
its grey gable is to be seen here. I cried at first, but 
when I had sat longer and thought and looked more 
earnestly into the blue sky, a great peace came over 
me* Dear Lord, I know it well! Thou wilt make me 
yery rich there, in the little house. 

I will take care of Trinchen and Jacob, and I will 
keep a sewing school and will love everybody very 
much. I came joyfully home and told Trinchen how 
comfortable the plantation -cottage was; and how 
cheerfully we should live together there. We sat very 
industriously at work by the open window. 

Trinchen told about the past, of the youth of my 
dear aunt It was so full of hope and yet unob*- 
served, — its leaves have dropped off one by one — it 
is a melancholy picture. 

Trinchen warns me to expect nothing from the 
future. At that she looked so sharply at mo. No, I 
will live in the present, and leave my dear Father in 
heaven,' to care for the future. If my health is good, 
I can earn money: if I become weak and ill, the Lord 
can provide. Yet the world is very beautiful and 
glorious. I rejoice in the splendour of the spring. 
Shall I soon have some letters? 

Tneaday, 16thAprlL 

The will is to be opened on the 1st of May, and 
the seals will be taken from the things; but we have 
an inclination to move beforehand. Many people 
come to look over the house and garden which is very 
Usturbing. It wiU be Bo\9i on ^<^ ^ii^ ^i May. 
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Trinchen looks so pale that I am afraid she is taking 
harm. I also — and must not let it be observed. ^Grey 
clouds are piled up over the village; single heavy 
drops are falling; the nightingales are singing. 

Jacob is standing under the chestnut-tree with 
folded arms, and is looking over the garden. He is 
often lost in thought, and has left off working. 

Sandayi Slat April. 

We are in the plantation-cottage. Lord, dear God, 
help usl We were at church. The day was very quiet. 
Towards evening I sat down to the piano and sang, 
"Commit thou thy ways." Trinchen and Jacob sang 
with me, and then we wept together. And yet we are 
not sad, we felt wonderfully supported. 

Tuesday, 2Srd April. 

Trinchen is lying in bed. The weather is very 
ungenial; it is well that we have made the necessary 
move. 

If Trinchen lies ill in bed, I might be anxious. 
Oh no ! my soul is still in the Lord, Who will help me, 
for "He is my refuge, my help and my defence; for 
that He is great, I shall not be moved. Hope in Him 
at all times, ye people, pour out your heart before 
Him; God is a refuge for us." 

Wednesday, 81th April. 

A bill came from the physician. I did not wish to 
wake Trinchen; besides I knew that we have not so 
much money. I wrote to the physician to say that we 
would pay in May. It was very hard to me^ Iwdi.^ 
asked him to come imme^alciV^ 1q ^Tfiaj^^^x\ ^^'^ 



828 DU&T or A POOB touhg uldt. 

seems to me very ill. Cold showers are driving 
against the window. It is desolate outside, and no 
letters from Brannsdorf. 

Frid«7, S6th April. 

The physician came: he also prescribed medicine. 
Jacob went with the last money to the apothecary. I 
set little Dora as a watcher in the house, and ran 
quickly to the BailiflTs. I begged to borrow a little 
money. They T^ere very sympathizing. The wife 
thought whether I was equal to so many cares, and 
that I should rather go among other people. "I will 
first wait upon Trinchen till her death ,^^ I said, a^d 
could not help crying. When I came home, I made 
some soup. The wind rushed through thie chinmey; 
doors and windows rattled. I lighted a fire in the 
room, because it was cold. Trinchen sighed, I ought 
not to do so much. Oh, how gladly I do it I She looked 
searchingly at me* I repressed my feeling. She did 
not observe how anxious I am about her. 

Jacob came back with the medicine. Towards 
evening Trinchen fell asleep. I wandered out. The 
house is too small. I cannot find a place in it to 
have a good ciy. I went along the Herrenstieg — the 
wind was roaring in the tree tops; it was desolate 
upon the common; the shepherd was not sitting under 
the beeches; great rain clouds were passing over the 
valley. The rain drove me on. I came by the Plet- 
tenhaus; it lay so still and grey and desolate. I 
wished to go in; it was shut up. The wind clattered, 
on the old green-house, a heavy gush of rain drove 
me in there] I sat and wept — I know not how 
long. 
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A wonderful gleam roused me from ijaj thoughts. 
I went into the garden. The dark clouds were gone 
towards the east; the sun had found an opening and 
shone upon the world of spring in wondrous colours. 
The young green and the dark pines looked purple 
and golden. The poplars gleamed bright against the 
deep violet sky; thare was a complete rain-bow over 
the dear Plettenhaus. Not a breath was stirring, it 
was hushed and copl, mi fresh frogpapcB filled the air: 
the colours became more and more glowing; earth and 
sky vied with each other. I breathed deeply, I folded 
my hands, it was a miracle — a glory. I could have 
shouted aloud for joy, and awe, and adoration. 

Should I still be dismayed or sorrowful? Oh no! I 
went to the plantation-cottage; it was illumined with 
the same light. Jacob in his little room was singing, 

** Only be stHl a little while, 
An4 dr^V yow comfort from within.^* 

Trinchen w^fS sitting up in bed; the glow of even- 
ing was rosy on her face. She was watching with joy 
the rain-bow over dear Plettenhaus. 

She was better; she I^ad had some sleep: her 
courage too and her confidence were strong again. 
That is a token of peace, she said, a token of bless- 
ing. "Oh yes, the Lord will make up for all 
Trinchen." My heart is alre.i^dy full of thankfulness 
beforehand. 

* " Oh would I had a thousand tongues, 
To sound Thy praise o^er land and seat 
Oh I rich and sweet should be my songs, 
Of all my God has done for me i 
With thaakftilness my heart must often. aw4l\^ 
Bnt mortal lips Thy pTaUM ItAx^V} \«W. 
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Ye little leftves, §o freah and green, 

That dance for Joy in summer air, 

Ye alender grasses, bright and keen, 

Ye flowers, so wondroos sweet and fair; 

Ye only for year Maker^s glory live, 

Help me, for all His loye, meet praise to giro. 

Father, do Thoa in mercy^ deign 
To listen to my earthly lays: 
Once shall I leam a nobler strain, 
Where angels ever hymn Thy praise, 
There in the radiant choir I too shall sing 
Load halleltijaha to my glorioos King.** 



So we sang. Trinchen is np; she is better. We 
have made our plans. 



Brannsdor^ 86th September. 

Oh wondrous King! Ruler of land and seas, 
Thee let our feeble praises please. 
Thou hast dispensed to us Thy Father*8 grace; 
If through temptation we should flee His face, 

Be Thou, indeed. 

Strength in our need; 

Let our tongpue sing, 

Our voice with praises ring. 

Praise thy Creator*s wonders, glorious sky I 

So far beyond man*s utmost majesty. 

Light of the sun, shoot forth thy golden rays — 

The brillianoe which earth^s utmost round sunr^a. 

Praise Him afar 

Each moon and star I 

Such a glorious Lord 

Well may be adored t 

Sing thou, my soul, sing with a joyftil yoiee, 

Sing hymns of faith and trust 1 
Let every thing that breathes in Him r^oice 

Cut thjNlf in tikie duiV 
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He is the same, 
His praise proclaim ; 
The Lord of hosts adore, 
Here and for evermore I 

Bring alleluias ye who know the Lord, 

Who hold your Sayiour dear; 
Sing alleluias ye who keep His word. 
Abiding in His fear. 

Believe the word from me, 
It shall be well with thee: 
When sin and death are passed, 
Thou wilt rejoice at last! 



The Lord blesses us ten-fold. He blesses a hun- 
dred-fold without our merit; — pure mercy! He^has 
blessed me a thousand-fold. I can do nothing but 
love Thee! Lord, receive me, with all my weaknesses, 
just like a weak child! but yet receive me wholly. 
Trinchen has given me a beautiful wedding-address — 
"Do not suppose you are at an end now, and can rest 
securely on your happiness. Life for you is now only 
beginning. Hitherto it was like a walk on the shore: 
you rejoiced in the lovely flowers and in the sparkling 
waves, but now you must go out on to the restless sea, 
and storm and waves will not fail to rise. Thank the 
Lord that you have a faithful friend at your side; but 
hold fast to the true Pilot, Who alone can support 
you over all the waves, without Whom the love of 
the truest friend is neither comfort nor help." Amenf 
so may it be. 

Dear Trinchen, your education of me is finished. 
Some one who loves me as dearly will continue it. 
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But every spring, with Gt>d's help, w& shall go for 
some weeks to the dear Plettenhaus. Jacob is already 
pleasing himself that, on my birthday, the old green- 
house shall be a real flower garden, and we shall eat 
ripe cherries! He is very glad that it eame to nothing 
with his brother^s son; and smokes his Louisiana 
again: and Trinchen is taken care of, and eats coffee- 
bread now every momitLg. I was afraid she would not 
get on well with aunt Julia; but Lucy writes to me 
that they are living splendidly together. The dear 
Pastor^s sister is the right person among them, and is 
a better governess than I was. Although my dear 
lord and husband said playfully yesterday, that as my 
edueation had be^n bo eminently sitoceBsful in the 
Plettenhaus, he should like to see thete aoi educational 
establishment for young ladies! House and situation 
would be suitable for it 

Vollbei^er came just now and asked, with what 
horses I should please to go out. 

I could not help smiling. ^'That is your master^s 
business to decide," replied I, ^'^^go imd ask him." 
^^ Master has just sent me," was his answer. "Then go 
to him and say, I would rather go with the horses that 
he has decided on." Yollberger did not like going. 
"Will you not fix, dear lady; master is in rather an 
ill temper," said he. I could not help replying to 
him, "My husband is never in an iU temper." VoU- 
berger cannot forget that he has carried his master on 
his arm. 

But I will never decide in matters which are not 
in my department. I wish to be a very lowly wife — 
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a noble lady like the one who is kneeling in the effigy 
by the altar — thus gentle and devoted and pious and 
faithful. 

In that help me, dear Lord! 



THE BND. 
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